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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tarkk is no Species of Poetry 
(perhaps) in which the Engliſh have more 
excelled than in that of Song Writing. 
Had the Collectors of theſe Pieces been as 
fortunate in their Choice, as the Writers 
have been happy in the Execution, there 
had been no Neceſſity for the preſent 
Attempt. But the very Reverſe of this 
has happened; for the various Trifles 
that have been ſung at the Public Gar- 
dens from Year to Year, ſeem to have 
been the only Objects of their Choice z 
while the very beſt Pieces in the Lan- 
guage have wholly eſcaped their No- 
tice or Obſervation. To endeayour to 
remedy this Defe&, and to form a Col- 
lection fit for the LADIES, not cold and 
inſipid, it is to be hoped, but free from 
coarſe Obſcenity and Bacchanal Extrava- 
gance (in which many of theſe Collections 
fo much abound) has been the Purpoſe of 
the Editor in forming this ſmall Volume. 
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| A Band of Cupids t'other Day 


A Curſe attends that Woman's Love 
A Dawn of Hope my Soul revives 


Adieu, ye Streams! that ſmoothly flow 
Again in ruſtic Weeds array'd 


Ah! Chloris, could I ndw but fit 

Ah Men, what filly Things you are 
Ah! ſeek to know what Place detains 
Ah Strephon, what can mean the Joy 
Ah! the Shepherd's mournful Fate 


Ah! why muſt Words my Flame reveal 
Al: ! why ſhould Love with tyrant Sway 


All in the Dozvns the Fleet was moor'd 
All my paſt Life is mine no more 
All on the pleaſant Banks of Taveed 


274 


All you who would with to ſucceed with a Laſs 142 


A Man that's neither high nor low 


234 


And 


157 
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Page 
And did you not hear of a jolly youn g Waterman 59 
And has ſhe then fail'd in her Faith 392 
Angelic Fair, beneath yon Pine „ 


= 
A Plague of thoſe Wenches ! they make ſach 149 


As bringing Home the other Pay 227 
As Calms ſucceed when Storms are paſt 389 
As Celia in her Garden ftray'd wh 
As Chlre came into the Room Yother Day 114 
As Chloe ply'd her Needle's Art 1 
As Colin rang'd early one Morning in Spring 73 
As Delia, bleſt with ev'ry Grace 245 
As down on Barna's Banks I ſtray'd, one 60 
As I went forth to view the Spring 
Aſk if yon damaſk Roſe be ſweet 89 
Aſk not the Cauſe why ſullen Spring 263 
As May in all her youthful Drels . 284 
As paſſing by a ſhady Grove _ 262 


As Thyrfs reclin'd by her Side he lov 4 bet 353 


At once I'm in Love with two Nymphs that. 283 


3Þ 


At ſetting Day and riſing Morn 223 
Attend all ye Nymphs and ye Swains of the 327 | 
Attend, ye Nymphs, while I impart 220 

At Tetterdown-hill there dwelt an old Pair 12 34 
Auſpicious Spirits, guard my Love 138 
Away, let nought to Love diſpleaſing 3 
A Youth ES with e eviry Art 240 

| Behold, from * a hoflile Shore 1 
Behold, my Fair-one, on each Spray, 383 


Believe my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear 


Behold this fair Goblet, *twas carv'd from 180 


Be huſh'd, ye ſweet Birds, and forbear your 271 


Beneath a green Shade a loyely young Swain 330 


lab not what you ought to ſmother 1235 
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Bleſt as th' immortal Gods is he 
Bleſt be the Man whoſe Boſom beats 
Blow, ye bleak Winds around my Head, 
Breathe ſoft, ye Winds, be calm ye Skies 
Bright Gems that twinkle from afar 

By dimpled Brook and Fountain Brim 

By Love too long depriv'd of Reſt 
I By my Sighs you may diſcover 
By the dew-beſprinkled Roſe _ 
By the Side of the ſweet River Tay : 


| | Ca: 

Can Love be controul'd by Advice? 95. 

Caſt, my Love, thine Eyes around 66 

' Ceaſe a while ye Winds to bloy 383 

{ Ceaſe, fond Damon, ceaſe to gi 242 
Celia, hoard thy Charms no more 177 
Come all ye Youths whoſe Hearts ere bled 1 

Come, deareſt Nancy! bleſs my Eyes 295 


Come, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 115 
Come haſte to the Wedding, ye Friends and 166 
Come Roger and Mell, come Simkin and Bel! 152 


Come, Næſalind, oh! come and fee ". + 365 
Come fing round my favourite Tree 230 
| Come, ye party jangling Swains 231 
{ Contented all Day I will fit by your Side 164. 

Could you gueſs, for] ill can repeat 230 
| Cupid, God of pleaſing Anguiſh 258 
| * Cupid, Gd of foft Perſuaſion 100 
| Cupid, inſtruct an amorous Swain | 315 
Damon, would vou know the Paſſion 169 

Daughter, you're too young to marry 138 

Dear Cblas come give me ſweet Kiſſes 86 
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Dear Chl:e, while thus beyond Meafure 3 
Dear Colin prevent my warm Bluſnes 176 
Deareſt Kitty kind and fair 88 
Dear Heart! what a terrible Life am I led? 157 
Declare, my pretty Maid 151, 
Deſpairing beſide a clear Stream . 


Didſt thou but know the killing Smart 365 


| k. e 
Ere Love did art my Thoughts employ 388 
Ere Fhæbus mall peep on the freſh budding 37 


Faireſt Iſle, all Iſs excelling oy . : 
Pair Hebe I left with a cautious Defign _ Thc . 
Fair is the Swan, the Ermine white 1 2380 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and Pe .. — —_ 
Farewel, Janthe, faithleſs Maid 206 


Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel, my Jan, 41 


Far ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom 3348 
Forgive, fair Creature, form d to pleaſe 254 
For various Purpoſe ſerves the Fan 160 
Free from Sorrow, free from Strife 1143 
From London's ſmoaky, fœtid air 269 


From plowing the Ocean and thraſhing Monſieur 33 | 
From the Man whom I "_ tho? wy Heart! 87 


| 6. | 
Gainſt the deſtructive Wiles of Man 195 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my Heart to obtain 118 
Generous Britain ſcorns to bind 365 
Genteel is my Damon, engaging his Air 184 
Gentle Airs ſweet Joys impart 332 
Gentle Damon, ceaſe to woo me 136 
Gentle Gales, in Pity bear | 379 

A 3. Seal 


4 
© 
$f 
* 
+ 
1 
13 
Ti 
= 
{ 
3M 
$ | 
it 
'T 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE 


| Page 
Gently ſtir and blow the Fire — 312 
Gently touch the warbling Lyre 311 
Give me but a Wife, I expect not to find 139 
Go, Roſe, my Chlce's Boſom grace 97 
Go, tuneful Bird, that glad'ſt the Skies 4 
Guardian Angels now protect me — 90 
Had I a Heart for Falſnood fram'd py 
| © Happy's the Love which meets Return 98 


Fark, Daphne, from the Hawthorn-buſh _ 319 


Hark ! hark! o'er the Plains what glad Tumults 359 
Hark! the Birds begin their Lay "ny 
Haſte, katte, Amelia, gentle Fair 205- 
Here's all her Geer, her Wheel, her Work 368. 


Here ſleeps in Peace, beneath this ruſtic Vaſe 15 


Hope! thou Nurſe of young Deſire 354 
Hopeleſs Lovers, who ſue in vain 137 
How bleſt has my Time been ! what Days have. 49 
How blithe was I each Morn to ſe: 48 
How gentle was my Damon's Air 20% 
How happy were my Days till now 154 
How heavy the Time rolls along. . 336 
How imperfect is Expreſſion 30 
How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou faid 852 
How tweet are the Roſes in June 221 
J. 
Lam marry'd and happy; with Wonder hear 3 
I do as I will with my Swain 218. 
If e er I mould learn the ſweet Leſſon of. Love 51. 
If 1 was a Wiſe 7 159 
If Love's afivect Paſſion, how can it torment? 103 
If oer the cruel I yrant, Love, 101 


If the Heart of a Man! is depreſs'd with Cares 3h 
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Tf thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bow'r - 14 
If *tis Joy to wound a Lover 221 
If Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart 4 
[ have heard a Lilting at the Ewes Milking 3 
I have ſeriouſſy weighed it, and find it but juſt 127 
J like the Man whoſe ſoaring Soul | 305 
J loſt my poor Mother | U 


I love, I doat, I rave with Pain 1 337 
I made love to Kate, long I figh'd for ſhe _ 74 
I met in our Village a Swain t'other Day 351 
I met young Damon, tother Day 238 
In a plain pleaſant Cottage, conveniently neat 121. 
In April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain 81 


In Days of yore, when on the Plain 29 
In Infancy our Hopes and Fears 12 
In 1taly, Germany, France have I been 374 
In Love ſhould there meet a fond Pair 89 
In Penance for paſt Fol x „% 16 
In Pity, Ceſia, to my fan 
In Story we're tolſg „ eee La 
In the Month of May eee 
In this ſhady bleſt 1 | 4 451 214105 
In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 316 
In vain I try my ev'ry Art N 3, 202 
J faid on the Banks by the Stream 384 
I fee it, Mira, know it well | 308 
I ſeek my Shepherd, gone aſtray _ . 1095 
I ſeek not at once in a Female to find 153 
I told my Nymph, I told her true 8.7 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind. To 188 
Let Beauty with the Sun ariſe 241 
Let gay ones and great 8 
Let me wander not unſeen RR 
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Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing 
Let others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe 


Let Poets praiſe the Paſture Mead 


Let the Ambitious Favour find 


Let the declining, damaſk Roſe 


Lovely Maid, now ceaſe to languiſh 
Lovely Nymph, afſuage my Anguiſh 
Love never more ſhall give me Pain 


_ Love's a gentle, gen'rous Paſſion 


7 
Miſs Danae, when fair and young 
Muſic has Pow'r to melt the Soul 


My Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees 


My cautious Mother, other Day 


My Days have been ſo wond'rous free 


My deareſt Life, were thou my Wife 


My dear Miſtreſs has a Heart | 
My Dog and my Miſtreſs are both of a Kind 


My fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleit, 


My former Time how briſk and gay 


My Heart's my own, my Will is free 


My Fockey is the blitheſt Lad 


My Love was fickle once, and changing 
My Muſe inſpire me to impart | | 


My Nancy leaves the rural Train, a Camp's 


My Peggy is young Thing 
My roving Heart has oft, with Pride 
Myrtilla demanding the Aid of my Pen 


My Shepherd is gone far away o'er the Plain 


My 3 2 laddie is over the Sea 
via is the blitheſt Laſs 1 
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ä 1 3 | ; Page 
Near àᷣ thick Grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 105 
Near the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a Hill 147 


No longer, Daphne, I admire .. = 
No longer let whimſical Songſters compare 26 
No more the feſtive Train I'Il join 346 
No Nymph that trips the verdant Plains 1 
Not on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure 191 
Now gay Summer's ripen'd Bloom 187 
Now ſweet is the Bloom on the Spray 294 
Now the happy Knot is ty cg 116 
Nymphs and Shepherds, come away 249 

| | O. i | 
OB Bell and Mary Grag us _© 
Obſerve the Roſe-bud ere it blows „ 
O' er Moorlands and Mountains, rude, barren 54 
O'er the Seas my Love 1s ſailing WE, * 
Of all the Torment, all the Care 292 
Of Leinfter fam'd for Maidens fair 170 

t on the troubled Ocean's Face 2393 
Oft ve implor'd the Gods in vain 134 
O give me that ſocial Delight _ 377 
Oh! had I been by Fate decreed x82. 
Oh! how ſhall I, in Language weak 17 
On a Bank of Flowers, in a Summer-dag 34 
O Nancy, wilt thou go with me, e 
Once more 11 tune the vocal Shell „ 
One Summer Eve, as Nancy fair 380 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove 279 


On Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, how eld Time 244 

On thy Banks, gentle Steur, when I breath'd 347 

Oons! Neighbour, ne er bluſh for a Trifle 153 
| | O Sandy, 
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O Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly. to mourn 1 22 


O what Pleaſures will abound 145 
O why ſhould we forrow, who never knew. 144 
Perhaps it is not Love, ſaid . 307 
Philira's Charms poor Damon took + 304 
Phillis, the Goddeſs of the Plain | 310 
Puſh about the briſk Bowl, *twill enliven 155 

A | R. 
ood as her Poet of Gola to ſing 56+ 
Say, little fooliſh, flutt ring Thing 63 


| Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes 390 


os e Phillidel, that buſy ee 303 
arp Winter melts, and ſpreads her Wing 331 
Shepherd, ceaſe your ſoft Complaining 253 
| Shepherds, I have loft my Love f 328 
Shepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us 243 
Shepherd, would'ſt thou here obtain 573 
| Sick of the Town, fair Delia flew 112 
Simple Srrephon, ceaſe com plaining 132 


75 ipge Artiſts who ſue for the Trophies of Fame 55 


AL ev'ry Charm, on Earth combine 344 
| SE Hd Hoadgg proves  ungrateful, no, further 183. 
Sibe 2 thinks mean, her Heart's Loye _ ; 
Side loſt to Peace of Mind, ſerene,, | 2 
Since Wed! ock's in vogue, and ſtale Virgins, 71 4 | 
Sin not, O King, againſb che Lauth 1 136% 
Sonſchon my Spindle I miſlaid, ang loſt it - 374 


Soft pleaſing Pains, unknown, before. -f RIO”, 
Stella and Flavia ev'ry Hour of, 15 ANC 


if Still 
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55 
Still i in Hopes to get the "WIE at It tata 
S:rephon aroſe at early Dawn * 
Strephon, when you ſee me fly | 174 
Sure a Laſs in her Bloom at the Aged of Ne 85 
Sure Sally is the loyelieft Laſs ir erp HAR. 
Sweet are the Banks when Spring perfumes. 2 
Sweet are the Charms of her I loo 2356 
Sweet Bud! to Laura's Boſom go 270 
Sweet melancholy Bird, again 369 
FCyldia the Voung, the Fair, the Gay 271 
$ zlvia, wilt thou waſte thy Prime 345 
: ts T. Aenne 
Tell me, Delia, charming Fai air 2496 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 340 
Tell me no more of pointed Darts 334 
Tell my Strephon that I die 313 
That Jenny's my Friend, my Delight and, 22 
The Bird that hears her Neſtlings crx 33 
The Breed came forth frae the Barn 110 
The Card invites, in Crowds we fly _ 
The echoing Horn calls ae abroad 165 
The faireſt Flow'rs the. Vale prefer 334 
The fragrant Lily of 1e „ 0 268 
The gaudy Tu lip 6 wells with Pride 3 e ds 
The gentle Swan, wit þ gracefal Pale " oy a 


The glitt'ring Sun NG to riſe 4 40 
The Graces and the wandering. Loves —_ 
The heavy Hours are almoſt paſt „ »#*, 80 


The kind Appointment Celia made 3357 | 
The Lark's ſhrill Note aw akes the Morn. 713 200 1} 


The Laſs of Peary's Mill _ 
The laſt Time I came o'er the Moor 268 
The Lily, and the bluſhing Roſe 273 
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The lowland Lads think they are fine « 8 
The May-day of Life is for Pleaſure 184 


The Modes of the Court ſo common are 32 
The new-flown Birds the Shepherds ſing 210 


The Nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as 120 


The Pride of all Nature was ſweet Viliy O, 47 
The Proſpect clear'd, around is heard 380 
The riſing Sun thro? all the Grove 290 


The Rooks in the neighbouring Grove 306 


The Sheep were in the Fold, the Cows were 178 
The Silver Moon's enamour'd Beam "US 
The ſmiling Morn, the blooming Spring 217 


The ſmiling Plains, profuſely gay 343 
'The Soldier, tir'd of War's Alarms 219 
The Sportſman may boaſt of his well-ſcented go 
The ſprightly Eye, the roſy Cheek, 2278 
The Sun in Virgin Luftre ſhone 267 
The Sun, like any Bridegroom gay 189 
The tuneful Lark on æther Wings 242 
The Virgin, when ſoften'd by May 102 
The wanton God who pierces Hearts 208 
The weſtern Sky was purpled o'er 21 


The Woodlark whiſtles thro” the Grove 232 


The World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit 84 


Thirfis, a young and am'rous Swain 2 
'This cold flinty Heart it is you who have 136 
Tho' Chloe's out of Faſhion 382 
Fho? cruel you ſeem to my Pain 313 


FTho' Man has long boaſted an abſolute Sway 65 
Thou ſoft flowing Avon, by thy ſilver Stream 145 
Thus J ſtand, like a Turk, with my Doxies 32 
*Tis a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 276 
Tis not Wealth, it is not Birth 386 
Tis the Birth-day of Phillis, hark how the 3 ni 
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To eaſe his Heart and own his Flame _ 104 
To fair Fidele's graſſy Tomb re 2 
To Handel's pleaſing Notes, as Chloe ns 387 
To heal the Smart a Bee had made 226 | 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well | 200 
To thee, O! gentle Sleep, alone * 363 
T'other Day as I ſat in the Sycamore Shade” 36 
Twas at the cool and fragrant Hour 341 
Twas in that Seaſon of the Ver 338 
Twas not Belinda's Face, tho' fair . 126 
Two milk-white Doves "me FI _—_ 232 
Vain is ev? ry fond Endeanour | 163 
Virgins are Jike the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre 120 
W. 5 5 
Waft me, fome ſoft and cooling Breeze 318 
Was Ja Shepherd's Maid, to keep 225 
Was Nanny but a rural Maid 235 
Water parted from the Sea * 142 
We all to conquering Beauty bow 291 
Welcome Sun and ſouthern Show'rs 2215 
Well met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young 117 
What beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight 2465 
What Beauties does Flora diſcloſe 42 
What means that tender Sigh, my dear 2329 
What Med'cine can ſoften the Boſom's keen 201 
What Sadneſs reigns over the Plain 199 
What Shepherd, or Nymph of the Grove 156 
What's ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe 387 
What tho? the Bloom of Spring is gone 389 
What Woman cou'd do, I have try'd, to be. 366 
When all the Attic Fire was fled 81 
When 
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When a Maid in way of Matriage 
When Bluſhes dy:d the Cheek of Morn 
When bright Aurelia tript the Plain 

+ When Britain firſt, at Heav'ns Command 
When Daiſies py'd and Vi'lets blue 
When £#arzy blooming Fair. 

When Faun I ſaw, as I trip'd o'er the Plain 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move 

When Flora o'er the Garden ſtray d 

When forc'd from dear Hebe to go 
When gentle Harris? firſt I ſaw 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 


When Hope was quite ſunk in Deſpair 238 
When innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown 58 
When Tenter'd my Teens, and threw W 
When 7% ſmil'd, her lovely Look 58 
When 1 ſee my Serephont languiſh 333 
When I ſurvey thee, matchſeſs Fair ans: * "| 
When I was a young one, what Girl was like 13 
When late I wander'd o'er the Plan 82 


When Phebusthe Tops of the Hills does adorn 107 
When Sappho tun'd the raptur'd Strain 
When Summer comes the Swains on Tweed 
When the Trees are all bare, not a Leaf to be 
When thy Beauty appears | ' _ 
When Trees did bud, and F ields were green 
When you meet a tender Creature | 
When Youth mature to Manhood grew 
Where is Pleaſure ? tell me where 
Where ſhall Celia fly for Shelter 

Where ſhall I ſeek my fav'rite Maid 
Where's my Swain, fo blythe and clever 
"Where the blithe Bee her Honey fips 

Where the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r 
Wherever Im 3 g, and all the Day long 


Would you with her 21 love be bleſt 


Ye fair married Dames, who ſo often deplore 79 
028 
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While happy in my native Land 

While her Charms my Thoughts employ _ 
While on my Colin's Knee I fit © 
While others ſtrip the new-fall'n Snows 
While the Lads of the Village ſhall merrily 
Whilſt on forbidden Fruit 1 gaze 
Whilſt on thy dear Boſom lying 0 
Whoe'er with curious Eye has has rang'd 
Why, Celia, ſhould you ſo much ſtrĩye 225 


Why Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain 


Why heaves my fond Boſom? ah! what can 
Why will Delia thus retire | 


Why will Florella, when I gaze 


Why will you my Paſſion reprove 


Why will you plague me with your Nr 


Wine, Wine we allow the briſ Fountain of 


With Horns and with Hounds I waken the oy: 


With Phillis I'll trip o'er the Meads © 
With Ph:1/is how oft have I tray d 

With Phæbus J often aroſe 25 
With Swords on their Thighs the bold | 
With the Man that I love was I deſtinꝰd to 
With Women and Wine I defy ev'ry Care 
Would you a Female Heart inſpire 
Would you taſte the Noontide Air 
Wou'd you the charming Queen of Love 


v. 


Ve Belles, and ye F Flirts, and ye Pert nale 


Ye cheerful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
Ye Fair, be advis'd by a Friend 


Ye Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Cham 
Ye F air, who ſhine thro' Britain's Hle 
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Ye gentle Gales that fan the Air 
| Ye Ladies, who drive from the Smoak of the 
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Ye little Loves that round her wait 
Ye Mortals whom Fancies and Troubles 10 
ve Nymphs and ye Shepherds that join in the 237 


* Ye Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 297 


Ves Delia, tis at length too plain 336 
Ye Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the 25 
Ye Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay - = hid 
Ve Shepherds, who ſtray with my Swain 322 
Yes, I'm in Love, I feel it now I 
Yet awhile, ſweet Sleep, deceive me 386 
Ye verdant Woods, and cryſtal Streams 285 
Ve Virgins of Britain Soho wiſely attend 131 
Ye Warblers, while Strephon I mourn 205 
Ve Warwick/hire Lads and ye Laſſes 45 
Ye Woods and ye Mountains unknown 320 | 


Vou gave me laſt Week a young Linnet 183 
'You tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how 356 
Young Colin proteſts Pm his Joy and Delight 113 


Young Colin ſeeks my Heart to move 187 
Young Colin to our Cottage came 350 
Voung Colina was the bonnieſt Swain 194 
Young Damon, with ſeducing Art | 339 
Young Dorilas, an artleſs Swain 324 
Young I am, and fore afraid Me” 
Young Fockey is the blitheſt Lad 44 
Young Fockey ſought my Heart to win 320 
Young Strephonlong doated on Phæbe the Fair, 358 
Young Thyr/is, ye Shepherds, is gone 289 


Vouth's the Seaſon, made for Joys 31 


Tounds, Sir, then I'll tell you, without any 373 
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By Mr. Shenſtone. 


8 tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the skies, | 


To Daphne's window ſpeed thy BEE ; 
And there on quivering Pinions riſe, | 
And there thy vocal Art diſplay. 


And if the deign thy Notes to hear, 


And if ſhe praiſe thy matin Song, 
Tell her the Sounds that ſoothe her Ear 
To Damor's native Plains belon g. 


Tell her, in livelier Plumes array'd, 
The Bird from Indian Groves may ſnine; 
But aſk the lovely partial Maid, 
What are his Notes compared to thine ? 


Then 


1 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs Beau, 
And all his flaunting Race, with Scorn, 


And lend an Ear to Damon's Woe, 
Who ſings her Praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


SONG, IL 


. WEE r are the Banks, wha Spring perfumes 


The verdant Plants, and laughing Flowers, 
.Fragrant the Violet as it blooms, 
And ſweet the Bloſſoms after Showers; 
Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny Breeze 
That fans the golden Orange-Grove; 
But oh! how ſweeter far than theſe 
The Kiſſes are of her I love. 


| Ye Roſes! bluſhing in your Beds, 
That with your Odours ſcent the Air; 
Ye Lillies chaſte! with filver Heads, 
As my Cleora's Boſom fair: 
No more I court your balmy Sweets; 
For I, and J alone, can prove, | 
How ſweeter, when each other meets, 
The Kiſſes are of her I love. 
Her tempting Eyes my Gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleaſing Leſſon firſt I caught; 
Her Senſe, her Friendſhip next confin'd 
The willing Pupil ſhe had taught. 
Should Fortune, ſtooping from her Sky, 
Conduct me to her bright Alcove ; 
Yet like the Turtle I ſhould die, 
Denied the Kiſs of her I love. 
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SONG III. 


The Moans of the Foreſt, after the Battle o 
Floddon Field, an old Scotch Song. * 


I HAVE heard a Lilting, at the Ewes milking, 
A' the Laſſes lilting before break of Day; 


But now there's a Moaning in ilka green Loning, 


Since the Flowers of the Foreſt are weeded away. 
At Bughts in the Morning, nae blyth Lads are 


| ſcorning, | 
Our Laſſes are lonely and dowie and wae; 
Nae Daffing, nae Gabbing, but ſighing and ſobbing, 
Ilka Laſs lifts her Leglin and hies her away. + 


In Har'ſt at the Shearing, nae Swankies are jeering, 
Our Banſters are wrinkled and lyard and grey: 
At a Fair ora Preaching, nae wooing nae fleetching, 

Since the Flowers of the Foreſt are weeded away. 


At E' en in the Gloming, nae Voungſters are roaming 


Bout Stacks with the Laſſes at Boggles to play; 


But ilka Laſs fits dreary, lamenting her Deary, 


Since the Flowers of the Foreſt are weeded away. 


Dool and wae fa' the Order —ſent our Lads to the 
Border, ET, 
The Engliſb for once, by a Guile won the Day; 
The Flowers of the Foreſt that ſhone aye the foremoſt, 
The Pride of our Lands now ligs cauld in the Clay. 


We'll ha' nae mair lilting, at the Ewes milking, 
Our Women and Bairns now ſit dowie and wae; 
There's nought heard but Moaning, in ilka green 
Loning; | x 4 
dince the Flowers of the Foreſt are weeded away. 
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SONG IV. 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for Shelter, 
In what ſecret Grove or Cave ? 
Sighs and Sonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the Young, the Gay, the Brave: 
Tho' with prudiſh Airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's Archer, 
Whereſoe'er the Damſel turns. 


Virtue, Youth, good Senſe, and Beauty, 
If Diſcretion guide us not, 

Sometimes are the Ruffian's Booty, 
Sometimes are. the Booby's Lot ; 

Now they're purchas'd by the Trader, 
Now commanded by the Peer ; 

Now ſome ſubtle, mean Invader, 
Wins the Heart, or gains the Ear. 


O Diſcretion, thou'rt a Jewel, 
Or our Grandmammas Miſtake 3 3 


Stinting Flame by bating Fuel, 
Always careful and awake: 
Would you keep your Pearls from Traniplete; 


Weigh the Licence, weigh the Banns ; 


Mark my Song upon your Samplers, 
Wear it on your Knots and Fans. 


SONG V. By Mr. GarRick. 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 


* 


You, 


ou, 


T4 3 


You, greater Bards, your Lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit 

And Bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, 


'That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


And when in Thetis Lap to reſt, 

He ſtreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 

He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 


Or breathes upon the damaſk Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, 


And (truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay, 


The Fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


With her a Cottage would delight; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight; 
But when ſhe's gone, *tis endleſs Night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 
| B 3 Whils 


1 6 1 
While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r fill rove, 
And Linnets warble thro' the Grove, 


Or ſtately Swans the Water love, . 
So long ſhall I love Peggy. 5 


And when Death lifts his pointed Dart, 

To ſtrike the Blow that rends my Heart, 

My Words ſhall be, when I depart, 
. my lovely Peggy! 


S 0 NM M3. A 
N O Nymph that trips the verdant Plains $3 
With Sally can compare; 2 


She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, 
And rivals all the Fair: 

'The Beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While Summer Seaſons roll ; 5 

But Sally's Smiles can all the Year U 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. | 3 
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N When from the Eaſt the Morning Ray 

i Illumes the World below, 

Her Preſence bids the God of Day 
With Emulation glow: 

Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 
Birds tweeter Notes prepare; | 

T he playful Lambkins ſcip around, 
And hail their ſiſter Fair. 


n Se 


The Lark but ſtrains his liquid Throat 
To bid the Maid rejoice, 
And mimicks (while he ſwells his Note) 


4 The Sweetneſs of her Voice: 
1 The 


WW 


Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 


The Stream meand' ring thro? the Mead, 


4 


The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 
And-ev'ry Flowret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim, 
From Morn to Eve their Tale ; 


Make vocal every Vale; 


Her echo'd Name conveys ; 
And ev'ry Voice, and ev'ry Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praiſe. 


No more ſhall blitheſome Laſs and Swain 
To mirthful Wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May Morn on the Plain 
Advance in rural Sport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 

Nor Muſic wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks look ſmow-like on the Hill, 
When I forget to love, 


SONG VII. 


Am marry'd and happy ; with wonder hear this, 
Ye Rovers and Rakes of the Age ; 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal Bliſs, 
And who only looſe Pleaſures engage: 
You may laugh; but believe me, you're ali in the 
wrong, 
When you merrily Marriage deride; 
For to Marriage the permanent Pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 
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The Joys which from lawleſs Connections ariſe, 


Are fugitive - never ſincere; 


Oft ſtolen with Haſte, or ſnatch'd by Surprize, 1 
Interrupted by Doubts and by Fear: 2 
But thoſe which-1n legal Attachments we find, 4 


When the Heart is with Innocence pure, 
Is from ev'ry embittering Reflection refi n'd, 
And to Life's lateſt Hour will endure. 


The Love which ye boaſt of deſerves not that Name 
True Love is with Sentiment joined; | 
But your's is a Paſſion, a fev'riſh F lame. 
Rais'd without the Conſent of the Mind. 


- When, dreading Confinement, ye Miſtreſſes hire, 


With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe Fi ire, 
And are oft by that Fire deſtroy d. 


If you aſk me from whence my Felicity flows, 


My Anſwer is ſhort—** From a Wife, 
«© Who for Cheerfulneſs, Senſe, and Good-Na- 
6 ture I choſe, 
© Which are Beauties that charm us for Life:“ 
To make Home the Seat of perpetual Delight, 
Ev'ry Hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; 
And we find ourſelves happy from Morning to Night 
By our mutual Endeavours to pleaſe. 


, SONG VIII. 


E Fair, poſſeſs' d of ev'ry Charm 
To captivate the Will, 
Whoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe Frowns at ence can kill; 


5 
Say, will you deign the Verſe to hear, 
Where Flatt'ry bears no Part; 


An honeſt Verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the Heart? 


Great is your Pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 

If, as ye all can make a Net, 

Ve all could make a Cage: 

Each Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take; 
For who's to Beauty blind? 

But to what end a Pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've Strength to bind ? 


Attend the Counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; | 


Learn that beſt Art, the Art to hold, 


And lock the Lover's Chain. 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt ; | 
Tho' Beauty may the Charm begin, 
Tis Sweetneſs makes it laſt. | 


SONG IX. 


wa heaves my fond Boſom ? ah! what can 
it mean ? 

Why flutters my Heart, that was once ſo ſerene ? 

Why this fighing and trembling when Daphne is 


| near ? | 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


B 5 Methinks 


E 
Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft Charms that embelliſh thy Face: 
Each Moment I view thee, new Beauties I find! 
With thy Face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
Mind. EC 


Untainted with Folly, unſully'd with Pride, 4 
There native Good-humour and Virtue preſide ; 3 
Pray Heaven that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 4 
With Compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt 

die, ; 


SONG X. 3 


h HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, i 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, = 

In ſpite of all my Skill, 

Hath ftole my Heart away, 1 
When tedding of the Hay, 

Bare-headed, on the Green, - 
Love 'midſt her Locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her Een, 
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Her Arms, white, round, and ſmooth; 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 
To Age it would give Vouth, 
To preſs em with his Hand. 
Thro' all my Spirits ran 
An Eeſtacy of Bliſs, 
When I ſuch Sweetneſs fand, 
Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs, 
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1 
Without the Help of Art 

Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart 

© Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 

Her Looks they were ſo mild, 

Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love beguil'd; 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride. 


Oh! had I all that Wealth 


Haopetoun's high Mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long Life and Wealth, 
And Pleaſures at my Will; 


Id promiſe and fulfil, 


That none but bonny ſhe, 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


SGN XL 
Beh Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny Laſſes; 
They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn Bray, 
And theek'd it over wi' Raſhes. 
Fair 3% Bell I loo'd Veſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 


But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een 
They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now Beſ)j's Hair's like a Lint-tap; 
She ſmiles like a May Morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frae T hetis' Lap, 


The Hills with Rays adorning: 
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White is her Neck, ſaft is her Hand; 
Her Waiſt and Feet's fu genty ; 


With ilka Grace ſhe can command, 
Her Lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 1 


And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, 3 
Her Een like Di'monds glances ; h ' 
She's a' ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : | i 
Blithe as a Kid, with Wit at will, 2B 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 4M 
And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' ſtill; 1 
O Jove ſhe's like thy Pallas. | 


Dear 5% Bell and Mary Gray, k. 
Ve unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our Fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny Laſſes; 

Waes me; for baith I canna get, = 
Too ane by Law we're ſtented; 3 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate. 

And be with ane contented, 
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SONG XI. 


Song in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
Ti Infancy our Hopes and Fears 


Were to each other known ; 
And Friendſhip, in our riper Years, 
Has twin'd our Hearts in one: 


Oo! 


However, I keep up a pretty good Heart. 


oc 9 Þ 
O! clear him then from this Offence : 
Thy Love, thy Duty, prove ; 
Reſtore him with that Innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my Love. 
SONG XIII 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. Set by Dr. Arn. 


like me! 

So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a Bee; 

I tattled, Irambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er 
A Fiddle was heard—to be ſure I was there, 


Io all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 


Twas this, Sir-and that, Sir-but ſcarce ever nay : 


And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my Silk and my Lace, 


I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the Place, 


At Twenty I got me a Huſband, poor Man ! 
Well, reſt him—we all are as good we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for Straws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome Cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me; but let me alone; 

Egad! I've a Tongue, and I paid him his own ; 

Ye Wives, take the Hint, and when Spouſe is 
untowr'd, | 

Stand firm to your Charter, and have the laſt Word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe ; 
I'm not what I was forty Summers ago: 


This Time's a ſore Foe ; there's no ſhunning his 


Dart; 


W I was a young one, what Girl was 


Grown 
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1 9 
Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum- chance; 
ö J fill love a Tune, tho? unable to dance; 

' 


And, Books of Devotion laid by on my Shelf, 7 
I teach that to others I once did myſelf. be 


0 . < 
—ͤ—ũ—ũ— — — — 2 — — 


2 ; 
— — 


ee eee ee "$233 3 mr re reg, ro. 7 


— 


— — — — 
— — — — - 


. 
E 


SONG XIV. Sung by Miss Stevenſon. 3 


Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
And baniſhes Deſpair ; 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your Care. 


i118 Diſpel theſe gloomy Shades of Night, 
ht | My tender Grief remove; L 
1 Oh! ſend ſome cheering Ray of Light, 3 
1 And guide me to my Love. 
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'Thus, in a ſecret friendly Shade, | 

The penſive Celia mourn'd, 5 * 

While courteous Echo lent her Aid, x 
And Sigh for Sigh return'd. 


| When, ſudden, Damor's well-known 5 ace | 
| Each riſing Fear diſarms, 

| He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 15 N 
| She links into his Arms. 5 

| 0 


SONG XV. Sung in Comus. 


OU you taſte the Noon-tide Air, 
| To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 55 
Were woven with the Poplar Bow, 


The mantling Vine will ſhelter you: 


Down 
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LL F 
Down each Side a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 
Sultry Phabus ſcorching round. 
Round the languid Herds and Sheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny Hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe; 
All alone; yet in her Arms | 
_ Your Breaſt ſhall beat to Love's Alarms, 
Till bleft, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG XVI. 


Set by Dr. Anne. Tn Eliza. 
fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 


And they merrily ſung thro” the Day: 


But, ah! what a Scene mult appear! 


Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o'er! 
Shall the Tabor no more ftrike the Ear ? 
Shall theDanceon the Green be no more ? 


Muſt the Flocks from their Paſtures be led? 


Muſt the Herds go wild ftraying abroad? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road ? 


Muſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd around, 


And ſhall Commerce grow fick of ker Tide? 


Muſt Religion expire on the Ground, 


And ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side ? 
op SONG 


: Their fair Nymphs were fo happy and gay, 
hat each Night they went ſafely to Reſt, 
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SONG XVI. By Cunnixcnan. 


Ser by Mr. WorGan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgins 
deſpis'd, | 
To all Batchelors greeting, theſe Lines arepremis'd : 
I'm a Maid that would marry-ah! could] but find 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind, 
(I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 


Not the fair weather'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and 
Dreſs; - 

Not the Squire, who can reliſh no Joys but the 

Chace; f 

Nor the free-thinking Rake whom no Morals can 

bind ; | 5 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my 
Mind, | 

Neither this, &c. 


end; | 

Nor the Drone who can't relifh his Bottle and 
Friend; 4 

Nor the Fool that's too fond, nor the Churl that's. 
unkind; 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my 
Mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


Not 


Not the ruby-fac'dSot, who topes, world without 
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4 Not the Rich, with full Bags, without Breeding 


1 or Merit; i 
Nor the Flaſn, that's all Fury, without any Spirit; 
Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the Scorn of Man- 


9 kind; 
Neither this, that, nor t 'other” 8 the Man to my 
9 Mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


1 inſpire; 
Whom the Brave muſt eſteem, and the Fair ſhould 
2 admire; 


c conjoin'd ; 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind, 
This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind, 


IRS 3 : 


SONG XVIII. 


Guns by Mr. MaTToOCKs, in Love in n a Village 


at | 9 ! how ſhall I, in Language weak, 
My ardent Paſſion tell, 


d Or form my fault'ring Tongue to ſpeak, 
: That cruel Word farewel ! 
8. Fare wel but know, tho' thus we part, 


My Thoughts can never ſtray: 
1 Go where I will, my conſtant Heart 
| Muſt with my Charmer ſtay. 


12 | . $0NG 


'B But the Youth whom good Senſe and good Nature 


In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honour 
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: 1 SONG XX. ; > 0 
| Sung by Mrs. PiN To, in Love in a Village. 


OUNG I am, and fore afraid: 1 

- Wonld you hurt a harmleſs Maid? 4 
Lead an Innocent aſtray ? * 2 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray, 6 
Men too often we believe ; ' = 
And ſhould you my Truth deceive, 1 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, "3 
Sure my tender Heart would break. 
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S O pk © By SnensTONE, 
Hor E: A Paſtoral, Set by Mr. ARN E. 


Y Banks are all furniſn'd with Bees, 
Whoſe Murmur invites one to Sleep; 

My Grottos are ſhaded with Trees, 

And my Hills are white over with Sheep: 
I ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 

Such Health do my Fountains beſtow ; 
My Fountains all border'd with Moſs, 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow, 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 


T have found out a Gift for my Fair, a 
I have found where the Wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that Plunder forbear ; | 
dhe'll ſay *twas a barbarous Deed. 


For | 


we * 


[ 9 J 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor Bird of its young: 
J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her a 
Such Tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, 


And where are her Grots and her Bower z 
Are the Groves and the Valles as gay, 

And the Shepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The Groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the Face of the Vallies as fine 
The Swains may in Manners compare, 

But their Love is not equal to mine, 

But their Love 1s not equal to mine, 


SONG XXI. The Words by Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
| The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd daſan came on board, 

O! where ſhall I my true Love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard, 

Rock'd by the Billows to and he; 
Soon as her well known Voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caft his Eyes below;  : 
The Rope ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing Hands 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he Foun ag, 
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| T wo } 
So the ſweet Lark high-pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 1 
If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, 7 
And drops at once into her Neſt. = 


The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſb Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O Su/an! Suſan ] lovely Dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling Tear: 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ftill points to thee, 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell thee, Sailors when away, 

In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find; 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in DYmonds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale; 

Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


'Tho? Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Saſan mourn ; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return : | 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 


Left precious Tears ſhould drop from Su/ar's * 
| e 
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© The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 


The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 


No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 


ye. 
he 


They kiſs'd, the ſigh'd, he hung his Head: 


Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land: 


3 Adieu! ſhe cry'd and wav'd her lily Hand. 


SONG XXI. By SHENSTONE. 
Sung by Mr. Lows. Set by Mr.WorGan. 


4 'F* E weſtern Sky was purpled o'er 


With ev'ry pleaſing Ray, 
And Flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry Heat of Day, 
When from an Hazle's artleſs Bow'r 
Soft warbled Szrephon's Tongue; 
He bleſs'd the Scene, he bleſs'd the Hour, 
While Nazcy's Praife he ſung. 


Let Fops with fickle falſhood range 
The Paths of wanton Love, | 
Whilſt weeping Maids lament their Change, 
And ſadden ev'ry Grove: 
But endleſs Bleflings crown the Day 
I ſaw fair Zfbam's Vale, 
And ev'ry Bleſſing finds its Way 
To Nancy of the Dale. 


Her Shape was like the Reed, ſo ſleek, 

So taper, ſtrait, and fair 

Her dimpled Smile, her bluſhing Cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were 1 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Far in the winding Vale retir'd, | 
This peerleſs Bud I found; | 

And ſhadowing Rocks and Woods conſpir'd 

To fence her Beauties round. | 


'That Nature in ſo lone a Dell TE 2 
Should form a Nymph ſo ſweet, 4 
Or Fortune to her ſecret Cell 2 
Conduct my wand'ring Feet! 
Gay Lordlings ſought her for their Bride: 
But ſhe would ne'er incline : "R 
% Prove to your Equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 1 
As I will prove to mine.“ 1 


& Tis Strephon, on the Mountain's Brow, 8 
* Has won my right Good-will; : 
«© To him I gave my plighted Vow, "I 
« With him PI climb the Hill.” 1 
Struck with her Charms, and gentle Trutk, 
I claſp'd the conftant Fair; | 
To her alone I give my Youth, 
And vow my future Care. = 
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8 G NG XXII. 3: 
TE MEN WILL ROMANCE. 4 


| HEN I enter'd my Teens, and threw Play- | 
li | things aſide, | . | 
| I conceiv'd myſelf Woman, and fit for a Bride: 

By the Men I was flatter'd, my Pride to enhance, 
For the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 


10 mance. | | 
They | 


2 —— 
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They ſwore that my Eyes the bright Di 'mond 
excell'd, 


| = Such a Face, and ſuch Treſſes, ſure ne'er were 


| beheld; 


That to gaze on my Neck was all Rapture and 


Trance; 


oh! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 


romance. 


2 Young Polydore ſaw me one Night at the Ball, 


And wore, to my Charms he a Conqueſt muſt fall; - 


On his Knees he entreated my Hand for a Dance : 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 


romance. 


He conducted me Home, when the Paſtime was 


o'er, 


7 f And declar'd he ne'er ſaw 6 much Beauty before; 
Flle ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 


r OMmance. 


Then Day after Day I his Company had; 


At length he declar'd all his Flame to my Dad ; 

But my Father lov'd Money, and would not 
advance, 

And reply'd to my Lover, young Men will romance. 


But tho* my Papa would not give us a Shilling, | 

My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing ; 

So to Church we both went, and at Night had a 
Dance, | 

And, believe me, my Polydore as not romance. 


SONG. 


„ 


SONG XXIV. In Thomas and Sally. 


JI EHOLULD, from many a hoſtile Shore, 
And all the Dangers of the Main, 
Where Billows mount, and Tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again; 
Returns, and with him brings a Heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long Toils and Troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native Soil, 
With Conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck our Sweethearts with the Spoil, 
No one to Beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its Rights defend. 


SONG XXV. y Mr. TxEOBALD. 


N a Bank of Flowers, in a Summer Day, 
Inviting and undreſs'd, 
In her Bloom of Youth, fair Celia lay, 
With Love and Sleep oppreſs'd : 
When a youthful Swain, with admiring Eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt the fair Maid ſurprize ; 
With a fa, Ja, la, la, la, la; 
But fear'd approaching Spies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 

That fann'd her Robes aſide; 
And the ſleeping Nymphdid thoſe Charmsdiſclole, | 
Which waking ſhe would hide; | 1 
Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Pulſe beat high, 


He long' d to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy E 


With a fa, la, &c. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All 


9 1 25 J 

All amaz'd he flood, with her Beauties fir d, 
And bleſt the courteous Wind; 

Then in Whiſpers ſigh'd, aud the Gods deſir'd, 
That Celia might be kind; 

When with Hope grown bold, ke edranc's amain ; 
And ſhe laugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again, 
Wich a fa, la, &c. 

23 Repell'd the timorous Swain. 


vet the am'rous Youth, to relieve his Pain, 
The flumbering Maid careſs'd: 

Andwith trembling Hand (O the ſimple Swain!) 
Hier glowing Boſom preſs'd : 

When the Virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Let look'd as wiſhing he would purſue : 
With a fa, la, &c. 

But Damon miſs'd his Cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly, 
* Himſelf he thus accus'd, 

= What a dull and ſtupid Fool was I, 
3 That ſuch a Chance abus'd : 
= To my Shame *twill now on the Plain be ſaid, 
Damon a Virgin aſleep betray'd, 
= Witha fa, la, &c. 
Vet let her go a Maid. 


SONG XXVL 
ſe, | By Mr. William HAMILTON. 


h, Tune, The Yellow-hair'd Laddie. | 
: E Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the 


82 Plain, 
Approach from your Sports, and attend to my 
All Strain; 


Cc Amongf 
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Was ever a Nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 


She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 


[ 26] 
Amongſt all your Number, a Lover ſo true 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch Bliſs in his View: | 


She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 


But calmly and mildly refigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies: 
She ſmiles when I'm cheerful, but hears not my 1 
Sighs; = 
A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, E 
Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair. 
J fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears; © 
Her Anſwer confounds, while her Mannerei.dears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs her in ſpite of my Griel 
By Night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with 
Care, 
I ſtart up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the Fair: 
The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do fo! 
And only when dreaming 1 imagine my Woe. 
Then gaze at a Diſtance, no farther aſpire, 2 
Nor think ſhe ſhou d love, when ſhecannot admire? ; 


Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heav'n, and — to the Grau Z 


= 


Fin 


By FRANCIS Fawkes, 


SONG XXVII 


Woman. 4 Ballad. Sung by Mr. Lows, | 
at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Wox Ax. 


N O longer let whimſical Songſters compare 
The Merits of Wine with the Charms of ti 


Fair; 
I appe 


E 


] appeal to the Men to determine between 


A run-belly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The Pleaſures of drinking henceforth I refign ; 

For tho” there is Mirth, yet there's Madneſs in 
Wine: . | 

Then let not falſe Sparkles our Senſes beguile ; _ 

'Tis the Mention of Chloe that makes the Glaſs 
ſmile. : 


Her Beauties with Rapture my Senſes inſpire, 


And the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 

But the Charms of her Temper and Mind I adore ; 

Theſe Virtues ſhall bleſs me when Beauty's-no 
more, : 


How happy our Days when with Love we engage! 

Tis the Tranſport of Youth, *tis the Comfort of 
Ape: : 

But what are the Joys of the Bottle or Bowl? 

Wine tickles the Taſte, Love enraptures the Soul! 


A Sot, as he riots in Liquor, will cry, 
The longer I drink the more thirſty am I: | 
From this fair Confeſſion, tis plain, my good 


Friend, 


| You're a Toper eternal, and drink to no End, 
Your big-belly'd Bottle may raviſh your Eye, | 


But how fooliſh you look when your Bottle is dry! 

From Woman, dear Woman, ſweet Pleaſure muſt 
ſpring; 3 | 

Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe 1s the beſt Thing. 


Yet ſome Praiſes to Wine we may juſtly afford ; 
For a Time it will make one as great as a Lord: 
But Woman for ever gives Tranſport to Man, 


And J'Il love the dear Sex—aye, as long as I can. 
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26 ] 
SONG XXVII Ax AbppRkss TO THE 


Lavpies. 
By Mr. WHITEHEAD.—Sang at RANELAGH. 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little 
Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 
Pray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The Sexes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine 
Air, 
With each Motion defipn'd to perplex ? 
Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ftare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex—dear Girls, 


And Softneſs che Teſt of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support, 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; 


The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort 


Are Samples ſnhe gives of her Trade; 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſhines, 
And whom Pride has preferved from the Snare, 
Should ſlily attack us with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent Air — brave Girls, 


Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeftly back from the View, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem, by the Artift defign'd, 

To ſerve as a Model for you: 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal; 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each Charm * conceal-ſweet Girls, 


And double, &c. 
'The 
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The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure 

Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid and ſure; - 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters and Aunts ; 
But, believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor 


Girls, 


But, believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG XXIX. The FAIR. 


N Days of yore, when on the Plain 

Queen Mab, with all her fairy Train 

In ſportive Gambols too!: Delight, 

By Cynthia's borrow'd filver Light; 
If e'er your Grandames did amiſs, 

The Puniſhment, ye Fair, was this. 


Was Lady Mary ever known 
To toy with Celadon alone; 
Did Avarice her Boſom fill | 
With Paſſions ſtrong for dear Quadrille ; 
Or did her Heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her Hands and Feet. 


If once too ſmall her Ruff ſhe wore, 
Her Petticoat too ſhort before ; 

Or if to catch the Gazer's Sight, 

She us'd the Arts of Red and White; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy Crew 

Were ſure to pinch her black and blue, 


But far more happy Days enſue, 
The Britihh Dames of ſixty-two 
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1 
Are not afraid of rigid Elves, 1 
They know no Guardians but themſelves; 9 


The tell-tale Race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me, nor think the Leſſon rude. 


Since preſent Times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one at Pleaſure mad. 
This Method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a Fairy in your Breaſt, 

Who ne'er for Trifles ſhould make War, 
But when you chance to go too far, 


SONG  AXX.- 
A Favourite Song in Twz LFTH-NIGHT. 


Tranſlated from the French. 
Sung by Mrs. ABINGTON, 


OW imperfect is Expreſſion, 
Some Emotions to impart! 
When we mean a ſoft Confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the Heart; 
When our Boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious 'Tumults fwell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring, dying 5 
Language would, but cannot tell. a 


Deep Confuſion's roſy Terror, 
Quite expreiſive paints my Cheek, 
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Aſk no more—Behold your Error, 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 9 

What tho' ülent is my Anguiſh, | 5 
Or breath'd only to the Air; 4 


Mark my Eyes, and as they languiſh, 
Read what yours have written there. 
| | O! that 


[ * of 


"7 O! that you could once conceive me, 
; Once my Souls ſtrong Feeling view: 
Love has nought more fond, believe me; 
F iendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
From you I am wild deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; 
This i is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much, 


SON G XXXI. ByGar. 


E * the Heart of a Man is depreſs'd with Cares, 
1 TheMitt is diſpell'd when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Y Raiſes our Spirits, and charms our Ears, | 
4 Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
. = Preſs her, 
7 | Careſs her, 
E | With Bliſſes, 
And Kiiles, 
| Didolve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 


SONG XXXIL. V Gar. 


OUTH's the Seaſon made for Joys, 
Love 1s then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a Flower deſpis'd in Decay, 
Youth's the Seaſon, &c. 
4-3 Let 


1 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Our's is not To- morrow; 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the Return of Spring. 
Let us drink, &c. 


SONG XXXIII. By GA x. = 
HE Modes of the Court ſo common are 
grown, 7 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for Intereft 1s but a Loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
"Tis true, you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good Counſel themſelyes to 
defend, 
In ſorrowful Ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity ; 
But ſhift you for Money from Friend to Friend, 


SONG XXXIV. By Gar. 
HUSTI ſtand, like a Turk, with my Doxies 


| around ; 

From all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confound ! 
For black, brown, and fair his Inconitancy burns, 
And different Bzauties ſubdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth her Charms to provoke his Deſires. 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires ; 
But think of this Maxim, and put off all Sorrpw, 
The Wretch of To-day may be happy To-morrow, 

But think of this Maxim, &c. 


SONG 


13 
SONG XXIXY. 


1 Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Thomas and Sally. 


ROM plowing the Ocean and thraſhing 
Monſieur, | 

Ina Old England we're landed once more; 

Four Hands, my brave Shipmates, halloo Boys, 

1 what Cheer, 

For a Sailor that's juſt come on Shore? 


: E Theſe heRoring Blades thought to ſcare us, no 


doubt, a 
And to cut us and ſlaſh us - Morblieu! 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguely out, 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then Courage, my Hearts, your own Conſequence 
9 know, | | | 
Von Invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the Cock crow, 
>= But ſhould never be put in a Fright. 


= You've only to ſhun your nonſenfical Jars 

> Your damn'd Party and idle Conteſt; 
And let all your Strife be, like us honeſt Tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his Country the beſt. 


A ſea-faring Spark, if the Maids can affect, 
Bid the fimpering Gypſies look to't ; 
Sound Bottoms they'll find us in every Reſpect, 
2 And our Pockets well laden to boot. 


* by r 4 

2 C 7 r £ 

e FE 
PCA LR, 


EE 


The Landſmen, mayhap, in the way of Diſcourſe, 
Have more .irc to pertuade, and the like; 
But *ware thoſe fair Colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the Bargain we're willing ta ſtrike, 
5 C 5 | Now 
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Now long live the King, may he proſperous reignn, 
Of no Power, no Faction afraid : 18 1 

May Hritain's proud Flag ſtill exult o'er the Main, 
At all Points of the Compaſs diſplay de. 


No Quickſands endanger, no Storm overwhelm: 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe ſail: 

No ignorant Pilots e'er fit at the Helm, 
Or her Anchor of Liberty fail. 


SONG XXXVI. In LovE IN AVILLACGE. 


8 TILL in Hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn Fate I try; 

Swear this Moment to forget her, 
And the next my Oath deny. 


Now prepar'd with Scorn to meet her, 1 
Ev'ry Charm in Thought I brave; 1 


Then relapſing fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her Slave. 


SONG XXXVIL 


7 HEN you meet a tender Creature, 
Neat in Limb, and fair in Feature, 
Full of Kindnefs and Good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe; 
Happy Mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your Boſom, warm and preſs her, 
Morning, Noon, and Night, careſs her, 
And be as fond, as fond can be. | 
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0 But if one you meet that's froward, 
1 Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 

=. Should you act the whining Coward, 
9 "Tis to mend her ne'er a whit; 

. | Nothing's 


5 85 
WP 


Y "SM 1 
gn, VN othing's tough enough to bind her, 
Ihen agog, when once you find her, 
in, Let her go and never mind her; 
- Heart alive you're fairly quit. 


— 


5 4 |  _$O NG /XXXVIE. 
3 | The Sailor. Sung by Mrs. VIX ENT, at Marybone, 


Y INCE loft to Peace of Mind ſerene, 
8. drag my Chain in fruitleſs Hope, 
I'll court each melancholy Scene, 

And give my Sorrows their full Scope. 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant Tar, 
Who ſports with fierce deſtructive War, 

Think what J feel, wherc'er thou art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking Heart. 


Secure thy dancing Caſtle rides 
Upon the Boſom of the Deep, 
The ſtormy Wind and Wave abides, 
And Navigation bids thee ſleep; 
But balmy Sleep and downy Reſt 
Shall fly the Tempeſt in thy Breaſt, 
When jealous Fears like mine ſhall prove 
The Truth of my dear Sailor's Love. 


Hope, Doubt, and Fear, and Winds and Waves 
More dreadful to the love-toſs'd Mind, 

Than thoſe the ſkilful Seaman braves, 

24 Who leaves pale Care and G. ief behind. 

3 TH adventurous Maid embark'd like me, 

2 That ſails on ſuch a troubl'd Sea, 

The Ccean's Rage would gladly meet, 

And in its Depths ſeek a Retreat. 
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Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic Brain, 

Let Reaſon whiſper to thy Fears, 

My Sailor may return again, 

Crown'd with Succeſs to dry my Tears ; 
When Fame, and all her gaudy Charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing Arms, 
And one bleſs'd Hour together blend 
The Lover, Hero, Huſband, Friend. 

VVV 
Britannia, hail, thou mighty Queen, 


The Strength, the Power, the Seas are thine, 


Long may thy Pow'r on Juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine: 

To Courage ſingly ne'er reſort, 

For Virtue 1s thy true Support; 

Tis that alone can Strength maintain, 

Be virtuous, and for ever reign. 


SON G XXXIX. By Mr. Cunninenam, © 


The Sycamore Shade, A Ballad. 


Sung by Mrs. PrixTo. Set by Dr. Arne. 


© 9 Other Day as I fat in the Sycamore Shade, 


Young Damon came whiſtling along, 


And my Heart caper'd vp to my Tongue. 


I trembled—l bluſh'd—a poor innocent Maid! 


Silly Heart, Icry'd, fie! What a Flutter is here! 


Young Damon deſigns you no III; 
Then pr'ythee, fond Urchin, lie till. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my Feet, 


One Kits he demanded —-- No more! 


The Shepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 


But urg'd the ſoft Preſſure with Ardour ſo ſweet, 


I could not begrudge him a Score; 


My 
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My Lambkins Pve kiſo d, and no Change ever 
found, 
Many Times as we play'd on the Hill: 
But Damon's dear Lips made my Heart gallop 


round, 
Nor would the fond Urchin lie fill. 


When the Sun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade, 

| For Shelter I'm ſure to repair; 

And, Virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear Shepherd be there, 

At ev'ry fond Kiſs that with Freedom he takes, 
My Heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the Buille it makes, 
Fil die ere I bid it he ſtill. 


SONG XI. 
Sung by Mr. VERN ON. Set by Mr. Ax Nor p. 
"RE Phebus ſhall peep on the freſh badding 


Flow'r, 
Or Blue-bells are robb'd of their Dew; 
Sleep on my Maria while I deck the Bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of*you. 


There Roſes and Jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy Hue; 

The L'ly to match with thy Boſom fo ſweet, 
How taint its Reſemblance of you. 


With Sweets of thy Breath, the Hedge Vi'let ſhall 


7 vie 
et, But weakly, and pay it it's Due; 
The Thorn ſhall be robb'd of the Sloe for thine 
t, Eye, 


Vet Nature paints nothing like you. 
ly | 0 
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The Leaves of the ſenſitive Plant muſt declare 
The Truth of my well-belov'd fhe : 
Whoſe Hands, if to touch it bold — ſhould 


dare, 


Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


SONG XII. 


The PILGRIM. From the original Italian. 


N Penance for paſt Folly, 
A Pilgrim blithe and jolly, - 
Sworn Foe to elancholy, 
Set out ſtrange Lands to fee ; 
With Cocxle-ſhells on Hat-brim, 
Ste ffs, Beads, and Scrip, in that Trim, 
Befitting of a Pilgrim, 
Begging for Charity. 


With unſhod Feet he traces 
His Way thro' Wilds and Chaſes, 
And ſundry diſmal Places, 

In Hopes ſome Roof to ſee ; 
But when that he could find no 
Houſe nor Hut to go to, 

Was ever Pilgrim put fo 

To it for Charity. 


But now, when moſt dejected, 
Kind Heaven, when leaſt expected, 
A Maiden's Steps directed, 

Whence come you, Sir ? ſays ſhe. 
Full many a weary Step, Sweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare Feet, 
O could I by your Help, meet 

Lodging tor Charity, 


With | 
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He ey'd her Charms whilſt eating, 


Kind Sir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 


( 39 ] 
With courteous Voice and Accent, 
Says ſhe, I ſee you're quite ſpent, 
Yet what I ſay is well meant, 

Pray lodge to Night with me. 
This Favour is exceſlive ; 
No Speeches, Sir, while I hve, 
If I have aught J can give, 
Tis given in Charity. 


And "all d her Love and Sweeting, 
And many a tender Greeting, 
So kind a Heart had he, 


*T1s Time you were retir'd, 
Nor Beds nor Rooms are hir'd, 
But lent in Charity. 


My Tenement is brittle, 
And is, I fear too little. 
It fits me to a Tittle, 

So in at once went he, 
Through many a 'Town and City 
I've been, and O! the Pity, 
Ne'er met a Room ſo pretty, 

Nor ſo much Charity. 


Nine Days he paſt in Clover, 
So well he play'd the Lover : 
She thought 1t too ſoon over, 
And will you go? ſaid ſhe, 
But gentle Pilgrim, ſhould you 
Return, you know I would do 
As much as Woman could do, 


To ſhew my Charity. 
SONG 
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SONG XLI. 


Woman for Man : addreſſed to the Bachelors, 


INE, Wine we allow the briſk Fountain of 
Mirth, 

It frights away Care, and gives Jollity birth ; 

Yet while we thus freely great Bacchus approve, 

Let's pay the glad Tribute to Venus and Love; 

For do what you will, nay, or fay what youu can, 

Who loves not a Woman, the Wretch is no Man. 


To the Charms of that Sex let us cheerful reſign 

Our Youth and our Vigour, they're better than 
Wine; | 

There's Merit, I own, in a gay ſparkling Glaſs, 

But can it compare with a lovely kind Laſs ? 

No, it cannot compare, you may ſay what you can, 

Who prefers not a Woman, the Wretch is no Man. 


Th'Enchantmentsof Beauty what Force can repel, 
TheEye's powerful Magic, the Boſom's ſoft Swell, 
The Look ſo endearing, the kind melting Kiſs 
The Enjoyments of Love are al: raptures and bliſs ; 
Then who Woman refuſes rejccts Nature's Plan, 
He may ſay what he will, but the Wretch is no 
Man, 


May Scandal, Misfortune, and direful Diſprace, 
Be the Portion of all the effeminate Race; 
Like England what Nation on Earth can they find, 
Whoſe Nymphs are fo fair, fo inviting, and kind? 
Then who Woman refuſes rejects Nature's Plan, 
May they ſuffer like Brutes, nor be pity d by Man. 


From 
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From a ſtriking Example my Moral ſhall ſpring, 
'Who'd act like a Man, let him copy his King: 
Like George, in his Youth (the gay ſpring-tide of 
en,” 7 | = | 

Let e Fellow now take him a Wife; 

t Z When by Hymen you're bleſt, reſt ſecurely, for then 

You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourſelves 


Men. 


$0 NG XLII. „„ a 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel, my Juan, 
TY heartſome with thee I've many Days 
n een: Ta 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, | 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed they are a' for my Dear, 
And no for the Danger attending on Weir; 
Tho' bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 

\, = May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


1, XZ Tho' Hurricanes riſe, and tho” riſe ev'ry Wind, Þ 
1, They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind; 
Tho' loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my Love on- the 
| Shore; | 
o To leave thee behind me my Heart is fair pain'd, 
= By Eaſe that's inglorious no Fame can be gain'd ; 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
„ And ] mutt deſerve it before I can crave. © * 
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Then Glory, my Jenny, maun plead my Excuſe; 

2 BF Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe 2 
Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee, 

n. And, without thy Favour, I'd better not be 


m | GC I gas 


1 


J gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
PI! bring a Heart to thee with Love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


SONG XIIV. 


HAT Beauties does Flora diſcloſe ! 
How ſweet are her Smiles upon Tweed / 
Yet Moggy's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed: 
Nor Daiſy, nor iu ect bluſhing Roſe, 
Nor al] the gay Flowers of the Field, 
Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro? thoſe, 
Such Beauty and Pleaſure do yield. 
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The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Tinnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 
The Black-bird, and ſweet coving Dove, 
«*V-ith Muſic enchant ev ry Buſh; 
Come, ler us go forth to the ad, 
Let vs ſec how the Priniroſcs ipring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome Village on Taveed, 
And love while the teather'd Folks ſing. 


How does my Love paſs the long Day ? 
Does Mezg y not tend a few Sheep? 

Do they never careleſly ftray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ; 

Taveed's Murmurs ſhouid lull her to Reſt, 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, 

To relieve the {ft Pains of my Breaſt, 
Pa tteal an ambroſial Kils. 


L249 1 


» M7'Tis ſhe does the Virgins excel; 

No Beauty with her may compare 

*Z Love's Graces all round her do dwell, 
** She's faireſt where Thouſands are fair: 
= Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ftray ? 
Oh tell me at Noon where they feed! 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the 7 weed f 


SONG XLV. DrriA. By CVUxNINOHAM. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Dr. Azne, 


| HE gentle Swan, with graceful Pride, 

Her gloſſy Plumage laves ; 

And failing down the filver Tide, 
Divides the whiſpering Waves : 

The filver Tide, that wande ing flows, 
Sweet to the Bird mu? he: 

But not fo ſweet, blith: Cupid knows, 

As Delia is to me, 


A parent Bird, in pl»intive Mood, 
On yonder Fruit-tree {ung ; 
And ſtill the pendant Neſt ſhe view'd, 
That heid her callow young: 
Tho' dear to herlmaternal Heart 
The genial Brood mutt he ; 
They're not fo dear, the thouſandth Part, 
As Delia is to me. 
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The Roſes that my Brow ſurround, 

Mere Natives of the Dale; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a Garland bound 
My vital Blood would thus be froze, 


For what the Root is to the Roſe 


Two Doves I found like new-fallen Snow, 
The Birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 


May they of our connubial Love 
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Then ſuch fond Bliſs as Turtles prove, 


All other Laſſes he forſakes, 


[ 44 ] 


Before their Hue grew pale: 


If luckleſs torn from thee ; - 


My Delia is to me. 


So white the beauteous Pair : | 


They're like her Boſom, fair : 


A happy Omen be; 


Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


SONG XLVI. Jocker. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. PoTTER. 
OUNG Feckey is the blitheſt Lad 


That ever Maiden woo'd; 
When he appears my Heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good: 
He talks of Love whene'er we meet, 
(His Words in Kaptures flow) 
Then tunes his Pipes, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no Power to go. 


And flies to me alone ; | 
At ev'ry Fair, and all the Wakes, 
I hear them making Moan : 


t, 


[ 45 J 
He buys me Toys, and Sweet-meats too, 
And Ribbons for my Hair; 


No Swain was ever half fo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Feckey is but by; | 
For I alone am all his Care, 
Whenever Danger's nigh: 
He vows to wed next Whit/unday, 
And make me bleſt for Life; 
Can I refuſe, ye Maidens ſay, 
To be young Feockey's Wife? 


ZSONG XLVII. Farwickftire. - GarRICK. 
Sung by Mr. VeERNnox, Mr. DiBpin, &c. 


E Warwickfhire Lads, and ye Laſſes, 
See what at our Jubilee paſſes, 
Come revel away, ejoice and be glad, 
For the Lad of all Lads was a Warwickſhire Lad, 
Z Wa: wickſhire Lad, 


All be glad, 
For the Lad of all Lads was a Warwickfpire Lad. 


Be proud of the Charms of your County, 
Where Nature has laviſh'd her Bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the Bard of all Bards was a Warwickſhire Bard, 
Waravickſhire Bard, 
Never pair'd, 


For the Bard of all Bards was a Warwickſhire Bard. 
Each 
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For the Wit of all Wits was a Warwickſhire Wit, 


= . A. : Z 
e 4 > pn rn Md 
nes. be 8 — 
_ S=+ — — po ng" 
* * — — 
-- — —— — 
© — 2 
7 - 


Our SHAKESPEARE compar'd is to no Man, 


Le] 
Each Shire has its different Pleaſures, 
Each Shire has its different Treaſures; 
But to rare Warwickfhire all muſt ſubmit, 
For the Wit of all Wits was a Warwickſhire Wit, 
Warwickſhire Wit, | 9 
How he writ! 3 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a Score more we take Pride in, 
Of famous Vill Congreve we boaſt too the Skill; 
But the Will of all Willi was a Warwickfhire Wil, 
Warwickſhire Will, 1 
Matchleſs ſtill, 


Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; ; 
Their Swans are all Geeſe, to the Avon's ſweet ? 
Swan ; 

And the Man of all Men was a Warwickſhire _— 1 
Warwickſhire Man, 1 1 

Awon's Swan, 3 


And the Man of all Men was a — Man. 3 


As Ven'ſon 1s very inviting, 
To ſteal it our Bard took Delight in, 
To make his Friends merry he never was lag; 
And the Wag of all Wags was a Warwickſhire * 
Warwickjhire Wag, 
Ever brag, 


For the Wag of all Wags was a Warwickſhire Wag. 
There 


"ag. , 


here 
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There never was ſeen ſuch a Creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature 
He took all her Smiles, and he took all her Grief; 
And the Thief of all Thieves was a Warwickſhire 
r 
Warwickſhire Thief, | 
He's the Chief, ) 


3 For the Thief of all Thieves was a . 


Thief. 


SONG XLVIIL By Mr. GARRICK. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley. 


HE Pride of all Nature was ſweet EP O *, 
; The firſt of all Swains, 

He gladden'd the Plains; 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He melted each Maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd ; | 
No Shepherd &er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


All Nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
Wherever he came, 
Whate'er had a Name, 
Whenever he ſung followed ſweet Willy O. 


He wou'd be a + ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O, 
When arm'd in the Field, 
With Sword and with Shield, 
The Laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd em when living, the ſweet Nily O. 


And when Willy dy'd, 
"Twas Nature that ſigh'd 


To part with her All in her ſweet Willy O. 


® SHAKESPEARE. + The Writer of Tragedy, 


3 
SONG XLIX. 

Sung by Mrs. BuRCHELL, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. ARNE. 


My Swain come o'er the Hill! 
e leap'd the Brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good Will: 
I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay ; 
He gathered in my Sheep at Night, 
And cheer'd me all the Day. 


H us blithe was I each Morn to ſee 


Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe ; 

I with I was with my dear Swain, - 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſo ſweet, 
The Birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 

The fleecy Flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his Melody : | 
While thus we ſpent our Time, by turns, 

Betwixt our Flocks and Play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho' er ſo rich and gay. 


Oh! the Broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour : 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 
He ſtole my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 


LW -F-. 
Hard Fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 


Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
'T hat ever yet was born, 
Oh! the Broom, &c. 
SONG L. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
OW bleſt has my Time been! what Days 
have I known, 

Since Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made 7% my own! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 


That Freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a Pain, 
That F We &c. 


Thro' Walks grown with Woodbines, as often we 

2 ſtray, 

Around us our Boys and Girls frolic and play ; 

Hao pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton Ones ſee, 

And borrow their Looks from my 7e N and me, 
And borrow, &c. 


To try her ſweet Tn of” Times am I ſeen 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green 
Tho? painful my Abſence, my Doubt ſhe beguiles, 
And meets. me at Night with Compliance and 
Smiles, 
And meets, &c. 


What though on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its Hue, 

Her Eaſe and Good-humour bloom all the Year 
tho: 

Time ſtill as he flies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 


And gives to her Mind what he ſteals from her 
_ Youth, 


And gives, &c. 5 
i D 7 
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Ve Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to enſnare, : 

And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous Fair; 

In ſearch of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam | 

To hold it for Life you muſt find it at Home, 2 
To hold it, &c. 


80 NG LI. The GEN EROS DIS TRES8. 
Set by Dr. ARNE. 


„Low, ye bleak Winds, around my Head, 

And footh my heart-corroding Care; 

Flaſh round my Brows, ye Light'nings red, 
And blaſt the Laurels planted there: 

But may the Maid, where'er ſhe be, 

Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


May all the Traces of our Love 
Be ever blotted from her Mind ; 
May from her Breaſt my Vows remove, 
And no Remembrance leave behind ; 
But may the Maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


O! may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my Soul of Reſt: 
Wiſdom's Aſſiſtance is too poor 
To calm the Tempeſt in my Breaſt: 
But may the Maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


Come, Death, O! come, thou friendly ear, 
And with my Sorrows lay me low; 
And, ſhould the gentle Virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her Woe; 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


1 hos os ©. 


— 


e e 


SONG 


, 


NG 


As I long hare liv'd ſingle, I'll ſingle remain. 


| 2 3 


SONG LI. The C gore. 
Set by Dr, Arne. 


F eer I ſhould learn the ſweet Leſſon of Love, 
Let theſe be the Marks of the Man I approve ; 
No Pedant yet learn'd, nor Rake-helly gay; 

Nor laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay. 
To all my whole Sex ſtill obliging and free, 
Yet never ſhew Fondneſs to any but me; | 

In public preſerve the Decorum that's juſt, 

And ſhew in his Eyes he is true to his Truſt. 


But when the long Hours of Obſervance are paſt, 
And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome Repaſt, 
May ev'ry fond Pleaſure that Moment endear, 


Be baniſh'd afar both Diſcretion and Fear: 


Forgetting and ſcorning the Airs of a Crowd, 
He may ceaſe to be formal, and I to be proud, 
Till loft in the Joy, we confeſs that we live, 
And he may berude, and yet I may forgive. 


And that my Delight may be ſtedfaſtly fix d, 


Let the Friend and the Lover be properly mix'd, 

In whoſe tender Boſom my Soul can confide, 

Whole Kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe Council can 
guide: 

From ſuch a dear Lover as here I deſcribe, 

No Danger ſhould fright me, no Millions ſhould 
bribe, - | 

But till I can find ſo uncommon a Swain, 
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Sang by Mr. Lows, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. WoRGan. 
E Fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's Ile, 
And triumph o'er the Heart! 
For once attentive be a While 
To what I now impart: 
Would you obtain the Youth you love, 


'The Precepts of a Friend approve, 
And learn the Way to keep him. 


As ſoon as Nature has decreed 
The Bloom of eighteen Years, 
And Jabel from School is freed, 
Then Beauty's Force appears ; 
The youthful Blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for Man, and longs to know 


The ſureſt Way to keep him. 
When firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt d 

Within the Lover's Breaſt; 45 
And you by ſtrange Perſuaſion melt, # 

Each wiſhing to be bleſt; : 


Be not too bold nor yet too coy, 
With Prudence lure the happy Boy, 
And that's the Way to keep him. 


At Court, at Ball, at Park or Play, 
Aſſume a modeſt Pride; | 

And leſt your Tongue your Mind betray, 
In fewer Words confide : | 

The Maid who thinks to gain a Mate 

By giddy Chat, will find too late, 
3 s not the Way to keep him. 


C 21 


In drefling ne'er the Hours kill, 
That Bane to all the Sex; 
Nor let the Arts of dear Spadille 
Your Innocence perplex, 
Be always decent as a Bride, 
By virtuous Rules your Reaſon guide; 
For that's the Way to keep him. 


But when the Nuptial Knot 1s faſt, 
And both its Bleflings ſhare, 
To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 
Of Jealouſy beware : | 
His Love with kind Compliance meet, 
Let Conſtancy the Work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him, 


SONG LIV. The Bird. 
Sung by Mr. RaworTH, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set Ey Mr. S x O W. 


8 HE Bird that hears her Neſtlings crys 
: And fiies abroad for Food, 
Returns impatient thro' the Sky, * 
To nurſe, the callow Brood : | 
The tender Mother knows no Joy, 
3 But bodes a thouſand Harms; 
And ſickens for the darling Boy, 
When abſent from her Arms. 


Such Fondneſs with Impatience join'd, 
My faithful Boſom fires; ; 
Now forc'd to leave my Fair behind, 
The Queen of my Deſires: 
In | D 3 The 
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The Pow'rs of Verſe too languid prove, 
All Similies are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently J love, 
Or to relieve my Pain. 


The Saint with fervent Zeal inſpir'd, 
For Heav'n and Joy divine : 
The Saint is not with Rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine: 
I take what Liberty I dare, h 
'Twere impious to ſay more; 
Convey my Longing to the Fair, 
The Goddeſs I adore. 


S O erer. 

By Mr. CuxNINCHAM. 
Sung by Mr, Hudſon, Set by Mr. Goodwin, j Jun, 
O® Moorlands and Mountains, ruce, barren, 


and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 


A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my Deſpair, 


And leads me o'er Lawns to her Home; 
Yellow Sheaves, from rich Ceres, her Cottage had 
crown'd, | -\ 8 
Green Ruthes were ſtrew'd on the Floor; 
Her Caſement ſweet Woodbine crept wantonly 
round, 


And deck'd the ſod Seats at her Door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling Repaſt, 
Freſh Fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilft thrown from my Guard, by ſome Glances 
ſhe caſt, 
Love ſlily ſtole into my Breaſt, 


I told 


es 
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I told my ſoft Wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 


(Ye Virgins, her Voice was divine) 
« Pye rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, . 
Vet take me, fond Shepherd, Pm thine.” 


Her Air was ſo modeſt, her Aſpe& ſo meek, 


So ſimple, yet ſweet were her Charms ; 

I kiſs'd the ripe Roſes that glow'd on her Cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd Maid in my Arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few Sheep, 
And if on the Banks, by the Stream, 


ES Reclin'd on her Boſom I fink into Sleep, 


Her Image {till ſoftens my Dream, 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-rifing Hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral Views; 

Or reſt on the Rock where the Streamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new Themes for my Muſe. 

To Pomp, or proud Titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire 
The Damſel's of humble Deſcent : | 

The Cottager Peace is well known for her Sire, 
And Shepherds have nam'd her Content, 


SONG LVI, 
A favourite Scotch Song. Sung by Mr, Vernon. 


OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee, 
Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 
; My Peggy if thou die, 

Thy Beauty did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Love fo true to me, 

Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary if thou die. 
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? j If Fate ſhould tear thee from my Breaſt, 
. How ſhall I lonely fray ! 
In dreary Dreams the Nights III waſte, 

In Sighs, the ſilent Day: . 

I ne&er can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee ; 

Then I'll renounce all Woman kind, 
My Peggy after thee. 


No new-blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Muſt all the World engage ; 

Twas this that, like the morning Sun, 
Gave Joy to Life and me, 

And when its deſtin'd Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare, 


You who its faithful Flames approve, 3 | 
With Pity view the Fair; 8 45 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 4 u 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me, E 
Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms, Z 
Pm loſt if Peggy die. 4 A 
SONG LVII. The Exnciiszy PapLock. . 
Sung by Mr. VꝝERNOx, at Vauxhall, '2 
FLINCE Artiſts who ſue for the Trophies of, : 
Fame, | | IM . Le 
Their Wit, and their Taſte, and their Genius 
proclaim, 


Attend to my Song, where you'll certainly find, 


A Secret diſclos'd for the Good of Mankind, ? | 
_ An | 


1 


And deny it who can, ſure the Laurel's my Due, 
I've found out a Padlock to keep the Wife true, 
= PT ve found out a Padlock to keep the Wife true, 
= $Shou'd the am'rous Goddeſs preſide o'er the Dame, 
With the Ardours of Youth all her Paſſions in- 
flame, 
Shou'd her Beauty lead Captive each ſofter Deſire, 
And languiſhing Lovers fill ſigh and admire, 
vet fearleſs you'll truſt her tho? Thouſands may ſue, 
When tell you a Padlock to keep a Wife true. 


J Tho' the Huſband may think that he wiſely re- 


ſtrains, 
With his Bars, and his Bolts, his Conſinement 
5 and Chains, 
How fatally weak muſt this Artifice prove, 
: Can Fetters of Steel bind like Fetters of Love, 
Throw Jealouſy hence! bid Suſpicion adieu, 


1 Reſtraint's not the Padlock to keep a Wife true. 
hou'd her Fancy invite to the Park or the Play, 

= All complying and kind you muſt give her her 
z Way, 

3 While her Taſte and her Judgment you fondly 
. approve, 


= *Tis Reaſon ſecures you the Treaſures of Love, | 
1 And believe me no Coxcomb Admiſſion can find, 
For the Fair- one is ſafe if you padlock her Mind. 


Tho' her Virtues with Foibles ſhould frequently 
| : | blend, 
5 Let the Huſband be loſt in the Lom Friend, 
et Doubts and Surmiſes no longer perplex, 
"Tis the Charm of Indulgence that binds the ſoft 
Sex, 
They ne'er can prove falſe whilſt this Maxim's in 
View, | 
d Good-humour' s the Padlock to keep a Wife true, 
D 5 SON G 
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SONG LVIII. Jenny and NaN Nv. 


Sung by Mr. AR N E, at Ranelagh, and Maſter 
BROwNE, at Marybone-Gardens. 


Set by Dr. AzNE. 1 
HEN innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did 
crown, 2 
Upon a green Meadow or under a Tree, 
Fer Nanny became a fine Lady in Town, 
How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe, 
Rouze up thy Reaſon my beautiful Narry, 
Let no new Whim take thy Fancy from me, 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 


Favour thy Jemmy, favour thy Femmy, 
Favour thy Zemmy, who doats upon thee. 


Can the Death of a Linnet give Nanny the Spleen, if 
Can loſing of Trifles a Heart-aching be, - 

Can Lap-dogs and Monkies draw Tears from thoſe 

E“ en, 5 

That look with Indifference on poor dying me- : 

Rouze up thy Reaſon my beautiful Nanny, : 
Scorn to prefer a vile Parrot fo me, 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Think on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmy, 
Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


O think my dear Charmer, on ev'ry ſweet Hour 


That ſlid away ſoftly between thee and me, 
E*er Squirrels and Beaux and their fop'ry had pow'r 
To rival my Love and impoſe upon thee, - | 
Rouze up thy Reaſon my beautiful Manny, 
Let thy Defires be all center'd in me, 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Ferry, love thy own Fmmy, 
Love thy own emmy, who doats upon thee. 


SONG 


did 


1 


SONG LX. In the WarzRMAN. 
ND did you not hear of a jolly young 


Waterman, 

Who at Black-friars Bridge us'd for to ply ? 

He feather'd his Oars with ſuch Skill and Dexterity, 
Winning each Heart, and delighting each Eye: 

He look'd ſo neat, and row'd fo fteadily ; 

The Maidens all flock'd in his Boat ſo readily ; 

And he ey'd the young Rogues with ſo charming 

an Air, | 
That this Waterman ne'er was in want of a Fare, 


What Sights of fine Folks he oft row'd in his 


Wherry, | 
"Twas clean'd out ſo neat, and fo painted withal! 
He was always firſt Oars, when the fine city Ladies, 
In a Party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 
And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering, 
Bat *twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering; 
For loving, or liking, he little did care, 
For this Waterman ne'er was in want of a Fare, 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely Things happen; 
As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 


He was ply'd by a Damſel fo lovely and charming, 


That ſhe ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraigtway in Love he 
did fall. | 
And would this young Damſel but baniſh his 
| Sorrow, 
He'd wed her To- night, before it was Morrow: 
And how ſhould this Waterman ever know Care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of a Fare? 


D 6: SONG 


10 
SONG LX. . MoLLy. 


An Iriſh. Arn. © 


S down on Banna's Banks I ftray'd, one 
| Ev'ning in May, 
The little Birds, in blytheſt Notes, made vocal 

ev'ry Lay: 

They ſung their little Tales of Love, chey ſung 
them o'er and o'er, 

Ah! gramachree, ma cholleenouge, ma Molly 
aſhtore ! 


The Daiſy py'd, and all the Sweets the Dawn of 
Nature yields, 

The Primroſe-pale, and Vi'let blue, lay ſcatter d 
Oer the Fields; 

Such Fragrance in the Boſom lies of her whom 7 
adore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


J laid _ down upon a Bank, n my ſad 
ate, 
That doom'd me thus the Slave of Love, and 
cruel Molly's Hate; 
How can ſhe break the honeſt Heart that wears 
her in its Core? 
Ah ! gramachree, &c. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why 
did I believe? 

Yet who could think ſuch tender Words were 
mcant but to deceive? \ 

That Love was all I aſk'd on Earth, nay, Heay 1 
could give no more. 


Ah! 3 &. 


O! had 


A, RY W 6 et 
us 5 
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O! had I all the Flocks that graze on vonder 
yellow Hill, 6 

Or low'd for me the num'rous Herds that yon 

| green Paſture fill; 


— 


With her I love, I'd gladly ſhare my Kine and 


fleecy Store, 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Two Turtle-doves, above my Head, ſat courting 
on a Bough, 
I envy'd them their Happineſs, to ſee them bill 
and coo; - | 
Such Fondneſs once for me ſhe ſnew'd, but now, 
alas ! *tis o'er. ne 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy Loſs 1 

e'er ſhall mourn ; | | 

While Life remains in Strephon's Heart, *twill 
beat for thee alone ; | 

Tno' thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee its 
choiceſt Bleſſings pour. 

Ah! gramachree, ma cholleenouge, ma Molly 
aſhtore ! | N 


SONG LXI. I ibe Duznna. 
AD I a Heart for Falſhood fram'd, 


| I ne'er could injure you : _ 
For tho* your Tongue no Promiſe claim'd, 
Your Charms would make me true. | 


To you no Soul ſhall bear Deceit, 
No Stranger offer Wrong : 
But Friends in all the Ag'd you'll meet, 
And Lovers in the Young, 
| | But 


1 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your Heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring Paſſion reſt, 
And act a Brother's Part. 


Then, Lady, dread not here Deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer Wrong: 

For Friends in all the Ag'd you'll meet, 
And Brothers in the Voung. 


SONG LXII. In the DuENNA. 


OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid, 
(Nor wilt thou the fond Boaft diſown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's Love, 
To reign the Partner of a Throne. 


a 
3 


— — 


And by thoſe Lips that ſpoke ſo kind! 
And by that Hand I preſs'd to mine! 
To gain a ſubject Nation's Love, 
I ſwear I would not part with thine. 
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Then how, my Soul, can we be poor, 

Who own what Kingdoms could not buy? 
Of this true Heart thou ſhalt be Queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a Monarch I: 


n 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual Bliſs, 
And rich in Love's exhauſtleſs Mine, 

Do thou ſnatch Treaſures from my Lips, 
And PII take Kingdoms back from thine. 


SONG 
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SONG LXIIL. I the PapLock. 


AY, little fooliſh, flutt'ring Thing, 
Whither, ah ! whither would you wing 

Your airy Flight ? 

Stay here and ſing, 
Your Miſtreſs to delight, 
No, no, no, | 

Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go! 

Where, you Wanton, could you be 

Half ſo happy as with me ? 


SONG LXIV. IU: the QUARK ER. 


HIL E che Lads of the Village ſhall merrily 
| ah! 
Sound the Tabors, I'll hand thee along; 
And ] ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and. I will be firſt in the Throng. 
While the Lads, &c. 


Juſt then, when the Swain who laſt Year won the 
Dow'r, 
With his Mates fhall the Sports have begun, 
When the gay Voice of Gladneſs reſounds from 
each Bow'r, 
And thou long' ſt in thy Heart to make one. 
While the Lads, &c. 


Thoſe Joys which are harmleſs, what Mortal can 
blame? | | 
Tis my Maxim, that Youth ſhould be free; 
And to prove that my Words and my Deeds are 
the ſame, HET, 
Believe me, thow'lt preſently ſee. 
While the Lads, &c. . 
DO SONG 
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Blithe Dawy's Blinks her Heart did move 
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SO N G LXV. Downs THE Burn Davr, 


Lovz. 


A favourite Scotch . Jung at Vauxhall. 


HEN Trees did bud, and Fields were om; | 
And Broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 


When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And Love laugh'd in her Eye ; 


To ſpeak her Mind thus free : 
Gang down the Burn Day, love, 
And ] will follow thee. 


Now Dawy did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burn Side, 

And Mary was. the bonnieſt Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride : 


Blithe Dawy's Blinks, &c. 


Her Cheeks were roſy Red and White, 5 5 
Her Een were bonny Blue, - 


Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 


Her Lips like dropping Dew ; | 8 
Blithe Dawy's Blinks, &c. Þ» 
Ass Fate had dealt to him a Routh, f a 
Strait to the Kirk he led her,  \ 
There plighted her his Faith and Truth,, 7 
And a bonny Bride he made her; * 
No more aſham'd to own her Love, 14 
Or ſpeak her Mind thus free, Y 
Gang down the Burn Davy, love,. N 
And I will follow thee, » 
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SONG LXVI. FEMALE Lipeaty Recain'p, 


A favourite Song. Sung by Mr. Vsrnow at 
Vauxhall. Set by Mr. BREWST ER. 


HO? Man has long boaſted an abſolute Sway, 
While Woman's hard Fate was love, honour, 
| abey ;3_ 
At length over Wedlock fair Liberty dawns, 
And the Lords of Creation muſtpull in their Horns; 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his Decree, 


When Huſbands are Tyrants, their Wives will be 


BY Tis Venus 


free, 


Away with aca yang your Surmiſes, and Fears, 
eats up for her gay Volunteers 
Enliſt at her Banner, you'll vanquiſh with Eaſe, 
And make of your Huſbands what Creatures you 
pieate : | 


ro Arms then, ye fair Ones, and let the World ſee, 
When Huſbands are Tyrants, their Wives will be 


free. | 


The Rights of your Sex wou'd you e'er ſee reſtor'd, 


* Your Tongues ſhould be us'd asatwo-edged Sword z 


: That Ear-piercing Weapon each Huſband muſt 


dread, 


| Who thinks on the Marks you may place on his 


Head: 


| Then wiſely unite, till the Men all agree, 
That Woman, dear Woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the Wife, all meek as a Lamb, 
| Be ſubject to, Zounds, do you know who I am? 


Domeſtic 
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Domeſtic Politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, | 
When Women take Courage to govern the Men ; 
Then ſtand to your Charter, and let the World ſee, 
Tho? Huſbands are 'Tyrants, their Wives will be 


sONG LxvIL 
Damon and Florella. A Dialogue. 


Sung in the SORCERER. 


Fe. AST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
Y C2 See the ſportive Lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the Ground, 
All in Honour of the May : 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


be. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 
Often held me in the Dale : 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
| Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Meads, where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal Hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 
It Florella is not by. 


Se. Not the Water's gentle Fall, 
By the Bank with Poplars crown'd, 

Not the feather'd Songſters all, 

Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
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oF: 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 


If her Damon 1s not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us live, 
5 Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


$ONG LXVIII. Soca Lair. 
Sung by Miſs Ha R YER, at Marybone- Gardens, 
E Set by Mr. Theodore Smith. 


'F Y ſoger Laddie is over the Sea, | 
2 And he will bring Gold and Money to me; 
And when he comes home he'll make me a Lady, 
My Bleſſing gang with my ſoger Laddie. 


My doughty Laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a Soger and Lover behave; 

True to his Country, to Love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare with my ſoger Laddie. 


# Shield him, ye Angels, frae Death in Alarms, 
| Return him with Laurels to my langing Arms 
dyne frac all my Care he'll preſently free me, 
When back to my Wiſhes my Soger ye gie me. 


O ſoon may his Honours bloom fair on his Brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his Due; 
| For in noble Actions his Courage is ready, 


| Which makes me delight in my ſoger Laddie, 
SONG 
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SONG LXIX. A Scotch Seng. 


Maße by Mr. Frs N ER. 
Sung by Miſs Cow E R, at Vauxhall, 


HE Lowland Lads think they are fine, | 1 
But O they're vain and 1dly gaudy ; 5 
How much unlike the graceful Mein, i 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie. 4 
O my bonny Highland Laddie; . 
My handſome, charming Highland Laddie; \ 
May Heav'n ftill guard, and Love reward. 
The Lowland Laſs and her Highland Laddie, | # 
m 5 


If I were free at will to chuſe 


T'o be the wealthieſt Lowland Lady ; & \ 
I'd take young Donald in his Trews, ? 


With Bonnet blue and belted Plaidie, 1 
O my bonny, &c. : 


No greater Joy Pll &er pretend, 

Than that his Love prove true and ſteady ; 

Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, F. 

While Heav'n preſerves my Highland Laddie, W 
O my bonny, &c. ES 


SONG LXX. WrnTeR. F 
A Paſtoral Ballad. F 


HEN the Trees are all bare, not a Leaf to 

to be ſeen, | | | 

And the Meadows their Beauties have loſt ; N 
When Nature's diſrob'd of her Mantle of Green, 
And the Streams are faſt bound with the F 7 
While 


E 
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While the Peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhivering with 


a Cold, | 
As bleak the Winds northerly blow; 


: And the innocent Flocks run for Eaſe to their Fold, 


With their Fleeces beſprinkled with Snow, 
In the Yard when the Cattle are fodder'd with 


Straw ; | 
And they ſend forth their Breath like a Steam; 
And the neat looking dairy Maid ſees ſhe-muſt thaw 
Flakes of Ice that ſhe finds in the Cream: 


: When the ſweet country Maiden, as freſh as aRoſe, 


As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſlides ; 


And the Ruſtics laugh loud, if, by _— ſhe ſhews 


All the Charms that ber Modeſty hides, 


When theLads and the Laſſes, for Company join'd, 


In a Croud round the Embers are met ; 


Talk of Fairies and Witches that ride on the Wind, | 


And of Ghoſts *till they're all in a Sweat : 


When the Birds to the Barn come hovering for 


Food, 
Or they ſilently fit on the Spray; ; 


And the poor timid Hare in vain ſeeks the Wood, 


Leſt her Footſteps her Courſe ſhould betray. 


| Heav'n grant in this Seaſon it may prove my Lot, 


With the Nymph whom I love and admire, 


| While the Iſicles hang from the Eves of my Cot, 


I may thither in Safety retire ! 


Where in Neatneſs and Quiet, and free from 


Surprize, 
We may live, and no Hardſhips endure ; 


| Nor feel any turbulent Paſſions ariſe, 


Buch ſuch as each other may cure. 
| SONG 


= 


— 


SONG LXXI. From Shakeſpeare's Cymbeline, | 


By Mr. WILLIAu COLLINS. 


O fair Fidele's graſſy Tomb | 

Soft Maids, and village Hinds, ſhall bring 

Each op'ning Sweet, of earlieſt Bloom, =__ 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 


No wailing Ghoſt ſhall dare appear 

To vex with Shrieks this quiet Grove: 
But Shepherd Lads aſſemble here, 

And melting Virgins own their Love. 


No wither'd Witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No Goblins lead their nightly Crew : 

The female Fays ſhall haunt the Green, 
And dreſs thy Grave with pearly Dew ! 


The Red- breaſt oft at ev'ning Hours 
Shall kindly lend his little Aid, 
With hoary Moſs, and gather'd Flow'rs, 
To deck the Ground where thou art laid. 


When howling Winds, and beating Rain, 
In Tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan Cell; 

Or ' mĩdſt the Chace on ev'ry Plain, 
The tender Thought on thee ſhall dwell, 


Each lonely Scene ſhall thee reſtore, | 
For thee the Tear be duly ſhed : = 2 
Belov'd, till Life could charm no more; 
And mourn'd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 
| | | F 
SONG 
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SONG LXXII. To SYLVIA. 
By Davip GaRrRICE, Eſq; 


I F Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 
Let Damon urge his Claim; | 

© He feels the Paſſion, void of Art, 
> The pure, the conſtant Flame. 


Tho? ſighing Swains their Torments tell, 
Their ſenſual Love contemn ; _ 

They only prize the beauteous Shell, 
But ſlight the inward Gem. - 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded Heart, 
Deſtroys the tranfient Fire; 
- But when the Mind receives the Dart, 
Enjoyment whets Deſire. 


By Age your Beauty will decay, 
Your Mind improves with Years ; 
As when the Bloſſoms fade away,. 


The rip'ning Fruit appears. 


May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my Suit, 
And bleſs the future Hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the Fruit, 
May gather ev'ry Flow'r! 


SONG LXXIII. 
| By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, EV; Poet Laureat. 


N Story we're told 
How our Monarchs of old 


O'er i ſpread their royal Domain; 
i 6G But 


„ 
But no Annals can ſhew 
Their Pride laid ſo low ; 
As when brave George the Second did reign, brave: 
Boys ! ' 
As when brave George the Second did reign, 


Of Roman and Greek 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
Hoy their Arms the old World did ſubdue ; 
Thro' the Nations around 
Let our Trumpets now ſound, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave Boy: 
How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 
Our Cannon's loud Mouth 
Shall the Right of our Monarch maintain : 
On America's Strand EE 
Ambherſt limits the Land, * 
Boſcawen gave Law on the Main „brave Boys! 
Boſcawen gave Law on the Main. 


Each Port and each Town 
We ſtill make ourown ; 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
Guadeloupe, Senegal, 
Duebec's mighty 1 all, 4 
Shall prove we've no equal in War, brave Boys! i 
Shall prove we've no equal in War, . / 


Though Conflans did boaſt, V. 
He'd conquer our Coaſt, A. 
Our Thunder ſoon made Monſieur mute: g 
Brave Hawke wing'd his Way, E 
Then pounc'd on his Prey, = 
And gave him an Engliſb Salute, brave Boys! . 
And gave him an Enghſo Salute, 
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| L 1 
At Minden you know 
How we conquer'd the Foe, 
While homeward their Army now ſteals ; 
Tho? they cry'd Britiſb Bands 
| Are too hard for our Hands, 
XZ Begar we can beat them in Heels, Morbleu ! 
= Begar we can beat them in Heels. 


While our Heroes from Home 

N For Laurels now roam, ; 
Should their flat-bottom'd Boats but appear; 
„ Our Militia ſhall ſhew | | 

5 No wooden ſhoe F? 

Can with Freemen in Battle compare, brave Boys! 
Can with Freemen in Battle compare. 


Our Fortunes and Lives, 
Our Children and Wives, 
To defend is the Time now or never; 
Then let each Volunteer 
1 To the Drum-head repair; | 
: King George and Old England for ever, brave Boys | 
King George and Old England for ever. 


SONG LXXIV. 


" 5 8 Colin rang'd early one Morning in Spring, 
5 =» hear the wood Chorifters warble and 
Z Ing, | 
| Young Phebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid; 
And thus in ſweet Melody ſung the fair Maid: 


| Of all my Experience how vaſt the Amount, 
[FE Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count; 
Was ever poor Damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 
To live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid? 
| E Ye 


„ 
Ye Heroes, triumphant by Land 1 by Sea, 
Sworn Vot'ries to Love, yet un mindful of me; 


Of Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like Daſtards, and ſee me a Maid? 


Ye Counſellors ſage, who with eloquent Tongue 


iff Can do what you pleaſe, both with Right and with 


| Wrong ; , 
Can it be by Law or by Equity ſaid 
That a comely young Girl ought to die an old 
Maid ? 


Ye learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent Skill | 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal . can kill; 
To a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Aid, 
Who 1s ſick, very ſick of remaining a Maid. 
. | 


Ye Fops, I invoke not to liſt to my Song, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no Sex belong ; 
Ye Echo of Echoes, and Shadows of Shade, 

For if I had you, I might ſtill be a Maid. 


Poor Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd Relief like a kind-hearted Swain; 
And Phebe well pleas'd is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a Maid. 


SONG LXXV. In the JovIAL CREW. 
1 Made love to Kate, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 


Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a Mind to me: 
I met her on the Green in her beſt Array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my Heart away; Th 
Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to Th 


blame ? Th 
Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the le 
ſame. If & 


As To 


„„ 


As I fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, | 
Quoth ſhe, III marry you, it you will marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd, and ſwore I lov'd her more 

than ſo, 5 
For ty'd each to a Rope's end, *tis tugging to and 
tro: - 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame? | | 
Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the 


lame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond”rous 
lick, | } 05 

Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick ;; | 

Long we toy'd and play'd, under yonder Oak, 

Katy loſt the Game, though ſhe-play'd in Joke; 

For there we did, alas! what I dare not name, 

Had you been in my Place, you'd have done che 
ſame. 


SONG LXXVI. Fark Haas 


- AIR Hebe J left with a cautious Deſign, 
F To eſcape from her Charms, and to drown 
'em in Wine: | 
I try*d it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The Wine in my Head, and ftill Love in my Heart. 
| repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, 
Who paus'd on my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 
weigh'd, 
Then gravely pronounc'd in Return to my Pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 
That's a Truth, reply'dI, Pve no Need to be taught, 
e | came for your Counſel to find out a Fault; 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
\s To find Fault with Hebe would forfeit my Name. 
LS What 


1 
What Hopes then, alas! of Relief from my Pain, 
While like Lightning ſhe darts thro? each throb- 


bing Vein, 
My Senſes ſurpriz'd in her Favour took Arms, 
And Reaſon confirms me a Slave to her Charms. 


SONG LXXVII. 


ESOLV?D, as her Poet, of Celia to ſing, 

For Emblems of Beauty I ſearch'd through 
the Spring ; 
To Flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet 
Maid, 

But Flowers, tho blooming, at Evening may fade: 

Of Bunthine and Breezes, I next thought to write, 

Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 

But theſe with my Fair no Reſemblance will hold, 

For Sun ſets at Night, and the Breezes grow cold, 


The Clouds of mild Evening array'd in pale Blue, 
While the Sun-beams behind them peep'd glitter- 
thro? ; 

Tho? to 1 her Charms can they never ariſe, 

Vet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 
ſweet Eyes. 

Theſe Beauties are tranſient, but Celia's will laſt, 

When Spring, and when Summer, and Autumn 
are paſt; 

For Senſe and good Humour, no Seaſon diſarms, 

And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Charms. 


At length on a Fruit-tree, a Bloſſom I found, 
Which Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed * ragrance 
around, 
T then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my Prayer, 


This Bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my Fair; 
Theſe 


TY 
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Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 

This delicate Feature, and raviſhing Smell, 

Be her Perſon's dear Emblem ; but where ſhall I 
find | 

In Nature a Beauty that equals her Mind? 


This 3 now pleaſing, at Summer's gay 
Call, 


Muſt languiſh at t firſt, and muft afterward, fall ; 


But behind it the Frei its Succeſſor, ſhall riſe, 
By Nature diſrob'd of its beauteous Piſguiſe: 

So Celia, when Youth, that gay Bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her Virtues improv'd ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry Beauty that brighten'd her Prime, 
When her Meric is ripen'd by Love and by Time, 


SONG LxXVnI. Colin's Complaint, By Rowe. 


An ancient Ballad, new {et by Dr.- AR N E. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A vhevnerd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 

A Willow ſupported his Head; 
The Wind that blew over the Plain 

To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook 1n return to his Pain 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly Swain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
Twere better by far I had dy'd; 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue, 
When ſhe {mil'd, *twas-a Pleaſure too great; 3 
Jliſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 
SP How 


„ 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could doat on fo lowly a Clown? 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folks of the Town : 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our Maidens in grey, 
And live in a Cottage on Love. 


What tho? I have Skill to com plain, | 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ? 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft Strain, 
The Virgins fit weeping around 
Ah! Colin thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign; 
Thy fair One inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


And you, my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid : 
If thro? the wide World I ſhould range, 
Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly; 
*T'was hers to be falſe, and to change, 
"Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Ercalt any Pity is found, 
Let her come with the Nymphs af the Plain, 
And fee me laid low in the Ground; 
The laſt humble Boon taatT crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 


Then 


5 HB w, 7 ,o 


57 ty 


L 29 J 
Then to her new Love let her go, 

And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at every fine Show, 

And frolic it all the long Day ; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more {hall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon, 3 

His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 


SONG LXXIX. Viitten by Mr. Garrick, 
Sung in The Way to keep Him. 


E fair married Dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a Lover once bleis'd is a Lover no more, 
Attend to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muit Chenin what Beauty has 
caught. 


The Bloom of your Cheek, and the Glance of 
your Eye, | 

Your Roſes and Lilies may make the Men ſigh ; 

But Roſes and Lilies, and Sighs paſs away, 

And Paſſion will die as your Beauties decay, 


Uſe the Man that you wed like your fav'riteGuitar, 
Tho? Muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand, 

Grow tame by your Kindneſs, and come at Com- 
mand, 

Exert with your Huſband the ſame happy Skill, 

For Hearts, like your Birds, may be tam'd to 


your Will. 
E 4 Be 
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Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind, 

Turn the chief of your Care from your Face to 
your Mind, 

Tis there that a Wife may her Conqueſts i improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet che Fetters of Love. 


S O N G -LXXX. „ Sas: 


By Lord Ly TTELTON. 


E heavy Hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my Love and me; 


My longing Eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only Wiſh to ſee. 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The Man you've loit ſo long? 

Will Love in all your Pulſes beat, 
And tremble on ur Tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry Link declare TE 5 
Your Heart is ſtill the ſame, 1} 
And heal each idly anxious Care, 
Our Fears in Abſence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the Scene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring Time the Cheat. 
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But grant me here the flatt'ring Bliſs, 


To die and think thee mine. 
SONG 


"I But if the Dream that ſoothes my Mind 
Fl Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; 
'l If I am doom'd at length to find 

bl You have forgot to love; 

Fi All I of Venus aſk is this, 

| | No more to let us join, 


2 
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SONG LXXXI. The ArTic FIRE. 


HEN all the Attic Fire was fled 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat; 
The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night 
That damp'd fair Virtue's —— 
The Muſes loſt their Mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new Shore 
Has yet a Laurel left in Store? 
To this bleſt Iſle they ſteer; 


Soon the Parnaſſian Choir was heard, 


Soon Virtue's ſacred Form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy Monk has left his Cell, 


Religion rings her hallow'd Bell, 


She calls thee now by me: 
Hark ! her ſweet Voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſhe receives a thouſand Wounds, 

If ſhielded not by thee. 


SONG LXXXII. The Yellow hair'd Laddie. 


The laſt Verſe of this Song is not to be met with 
in any other late Collection of Songs. 


N April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 

And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain, 
The yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To wild and deep Glens, where the Hh awthorn- 


trees grow. 


ME There 
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There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſung his Loves Evening and 
Morn ; | 9 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a Sound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſung; tho' young Maya be fair, 

Her Beauty 1s daſh'd with a proud ſcorn ful Air; 

But Szſe was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 

Her Breath like the Breezes, perfum'd in the 
Spring. 


That Maddie, in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 

Like the Moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke 
Truth; 

But Suſſe was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the Goddeſs that ſprung from the Sea, 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great 
Dow'r 92 | 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour : 
Then fighing, he wiſh'd, would Parents agree, 
The witty, ſweet Saſie his Miſtreſs might be. 


SONG LXXXIII. In Tons AND SALLY, 


Sung by a *Squire. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 
From Nymph to Nymph, I ſtrove in vain 
My wild Deſires to rally; 
But now they're of themſelves come Home, 
And, ftrange! no longer ſeek to roam 
They center all in Salih. | 


1 


vet ſhe, unkind one, damps my Joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy: 
Can Love with Ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all Deaths, all Torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


Can the weak 'Taper's feeble Rays, 
Or Lamps tranſmit the Sun's bright Blaze? 
Oh! no — then ſay how ſhall I 
In Words be able to expreſs _ | 
My Love? it burns to ſuch Exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally, 


Come then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and Roſes are, a 
Or Lilies of the Valley; 
O follow, Love, and quit your Fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe Arms, my Dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 
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SONG LXXXIV. Lazy Jounny. 


HERE's my Swain, ſo blithe and clever? 

Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow? ꝰ 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 

Since you ſaid you'd come To-morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 

You'd been here with Looks ſo bonny ; 
Love has flying Wings, I well know, 

Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny. 
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What can he be now a doing! | 8 
Is he with the Laſſes Maying ? | /' 
He had better here be wooing, f ws 
Than with others fondly playing. — 

| E 6 - T3 bi 

; 92 ” 
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Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 


If he's weary grown of loving, | | | 
Let him tell me ſo To-morrow. | | 
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Does ſome fav'rite Rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy Creature, 
Pl not plague myſelf to chide thee, 

Nor diſpute with her a Feature ; 
But I can not will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with Sorrow, 
I way loſe the Time to marry, 

If I wait beyond To-morrow. 


Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me, 
If Pm yours, away no longer : 

If you won't, another'l] have me, 
I may cool, but not grow fonder. 

If your Lovers, Girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow, 
Bleſs'd another Lad may make ye; | 

Stay for none beyond To- morro ). 


SONG LXXXV. Friendſhip. By Mr. Pop k. | 


| HE World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit, 7 
[ And Friendſhip's a Jewel we ſeldom can 1 
meet; . a f 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching around, D 
This Source of Content is ſo rare to be found. f 
O Friendſhip! thou Balm and rich Sweetner of Life, | 
Kind Parent of Eaſe, and Compoſer of Strife; N 
Without thee, alas! what are Riches and Pow'r, 1 
But empty Deluſions, the Joys of an Hour. N 


How 
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How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a Friend, 

On whom we may always with Safety depend! 
. Our Joys when extended will always encreaſe, 
And Griefs when divided are huſh'd into Peace: 
When Fortune is ſmiling what Crowdswill appear, 
Their Kindneſs to offer and Friendſhip ſincere; 
vet change but the Proſpect, and point out Diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG LXXXVI. The NUN. 
URE a Laſs in her Bloom at the Age of nine- 


teen 
Was ne'er ſo diftreſs'd as of late I have been; 
I know not, I vow, any Harm I have done, 
But Mother oft tells me, ſhe'll have me a Nun, 
| But Mother, &c. 


| Don't you think it a Pity a Girl ſuch as T 
| | | Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to 
Cr 5 
With Ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my Heart it loves Frolic too well for a Nun. 


To hear the Men Aatter, and promiſe, and 
| ſwear, 
Is a thouſand Times better, to me, I declare; 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by Wiles be undone; 
as Hs Pm too handſome, I think, oe a 
un. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear! 
Nor yield to be ſent to one cannot tell where 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one; 


W I ſooner would die than be reckon'd aNun, 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
Fm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would ſloutly ſay No: 
But if ſhe's in Earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in Spite, that I mayn't be a Nun, 


SONG LXXXVII. CurLoe's K Iss Es. 
By Sir CHARLES HAN BURY WILLIAMS. 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet Kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no Girl ever gave; 


But why, in the Midſt of my Bliſſes, 


Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
I am not to be ſtinted in Pleaſure, 

Then prithee, dear Chloe be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond Meaſure, 

To Numbers I'Il ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the Bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the Flowers that enamel the Fields; 

Count the Flocks that on Temp? are ſtraying, 
Or the Grain that rich Szc:ly yields; 


Count how many Stars are in Heaven, 


Go number the Sands on the Shore, 
And when ſo many Kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a Heart full of Love let me hold thee, 


A Heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my Arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy Neck like a Vine: 
What Joy can be greater than this is! 
My Life on thy Lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the Wretch who can number his Kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


S ONG 
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SON G LXXXVIIL. The Female PuazTon. 


Iill freely deſcribe the Wretch I deſpiſe 3 


Written by Marr. Prior, Eſq; 


TA AIR £y, beautiful and young, 
And wild as Colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the Fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little Rage inflam'd : 

Inflam'd with Rage at ſad Reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
Whilit Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


Muſt Lady Ferny friſk about, 
And viſit with her Couſins? | 
At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring home Hearts by Dozens? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden Charms to boaſt ? + 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt Jam ſcarce a Toaſt. 


Deareſt Mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my Fortune try! 

Pl have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why. 

Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's Deſire, 

Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on fire. 


SON G LXKXXIX. BALANCE ASTRA. 


ROM the Man whom I love, though my 
Heart I diſguiſe, 


And 


* 


1 


Ad if he has Senſe but to balance a Straw, 
He will ſure take a Hint from the Picture I draw. 


A Wit without Senſe, without Fancy a Beau; 
Like a Parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a Crow; 
A Peacock in Pride, in Grimace a Baboon ; 

In Courage a Hind, in Conceit a Gaſcoon. 


As a Vulture rapacious, in Falſhood a Fox; 
Inconſtant as Waves, and unfecling as Rocks; 
As a Tyger ferocious, perverſe as a Ho 
In Miſchief an Ape, and in fawning a Do og. 


In a Word, to ſum up all his Talents together, 
His Heart is of Lead, and his Brains are of Feather; 
Vet if he has Senſe but to balance a Straw, 7 | 
He will ſure take a Hint from the Picture I draw. 


SONG XC. 


EAREST Kitty, kind 'and bar, | 
Tell me when, and tell me where; 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain 
When we thus ſhall meet again? 
When ſhall Srrephon fondly fee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live long Day : 
Deareſt Kitty!“ kind and fair, 
'Tell me when, and tell me where ? 


All the happy Day, *tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only when with you,. 
Nightly Strephon ſings alone, 

Sighs till Hymen makes us one, 


Tell 
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Tell me then, and eaſe my Pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine? 
Deareſt Kitty!“ kind and fair, 
Tell me when—I care not where. 


SONG KCl. 
S by Mrs. Pix ro, in Love in. a Village. 


N Love ſhould there meet a fond Pair, 
Untutor'd by Faſhion or Art, 
: Whoſe Wiſhes are warm and fincere, 
i Whoſe Words are th'Exceſs of the Heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial Delight 
On this Side the Stars can be found, 
Tis ſure, when that Couple unite, , 
And * by Hymen is crown'd. 


SONG XCII. 


SK if yon damaſk Roſe be ſweet 
That icents the ambient Air; 
'Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
It dear S»/anna's fair. | 


Say, will the Vulture leave his Prey, 
And warble thro? the Grove ! 

Bid wanton Linnets quit the Spray; 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's Love. 


The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare, 4 
Let Pride in Splendor ſhine; 5 
Ye Bards, unenvy'd Laurels wear, = 
Be fair Saſanna mine. 


* 


SONG. 
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SONG XCIIL. 
HAT Jenny's my Friend, my Delight and 


my Pride, 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide ; 
I dwell on her Praiſes wherever go: ; 
They ſay Pm in Love, but I anſwer, no, no, 
They ſay I'm in Love, &c. | 


At Evening oft-times with what Pleaſure I ſee 
A Note from her Hand—1'l] be with you at Tea! 
My Heart how it bounds when ] hear her below; 
But fay not *tis Love, for J anſwer, no, no. 


She {ings me a Song, and I echo its Strain, 
Again I cry, Jenny, {weet Jenny, again,; 
I kiſs her ſweet Lips, as if there I would grow 
But ſay not *tis Love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She tells me her Faults, as ſhe fits on my Knee, 
J chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an Angel to me; 
My Shoulder ſhe taps, and ftill bids me think ſo; 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? the anſwers, no, no, 


From Beauty and Wit and good Humour how I, 
Should Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly ; 
Thy Bounty, O Fortune! make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill III ſay no. 


SONG XCIV. Tune, Farewel to Lochabar. 


£ 2 HE Sportſman may boaſt of his well-ſcented 
Hound ; 

Each Day let the Coxcomb in dawdling confound ; 

The Stateſman may vaunt of political Schemes; 


Let Poets be fool'd by their fancy-form'd Pom: 
| | et 


And Flora's gay Paintings enamel the Meads; 
2 Tho” the Fruits are ſo pleaſant, fo thick grow the 


The Odour of Spices, the pure Cryſtal Stream, 
Each nice Gift of Nature, I nobly eſteem 3 _ 
ve Birds, Fruits, Spice, Flowers, can ne'er ſtand 


With Woman, dear Woman, ſhe's worth all the 


What Woe can we feel, if fond Woman is there ? 
The Noſtrum of Nature, the Med'cine of Life, 
In ev'ry Affliction, the Cure is a Wife: 

But think not, ye Fair, that theſe Praiſes are paid 
Jo the miſer-like Virgin, the green- ſickneſs Maid; 

Tho' fo delicate ſhap d, yet imperfect's your Plan, 

And you uſeleſs exiſt, till you're fniſh'd by MAN. 


SONG XCV. I the Beggar's Opera, by GAY. 


E os .1 


Let night-waſting Learned their Volumes unfold, 
Give the Toper his Bottle, the Miſer his Gold; 
»Gainſt Learning, Wealth, drinking, Wit, State, 
I proteſt, 

"Tis Woman, dear Woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 


Tho? Birds, in ſhrill Symphonies, fing o'er our 
Heads, 


I | 
So warm ſhines the Sun, and ſo cool breathes each 
Breeze; 


the Teſt 


reſt. | 
In Sickneſs, in Priſon, in Want, in Deſpair, 


Tune, O! Beſſy Bell. 


A CuxskE attends that Woman's Love, 

Who always wou'd be pleaſing: 
Ihe Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling, is but teaſing. 


What 
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What then in Love can Woman do? 
If we grow fond they ſnun us; 

And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they ' ve won us. 


s O NG XCVI. Tue, Omnia vincit ma 


S I went forth to view the Spring, 
A Which Flora had adorned 
In Raiment fair; now ev'ry Thing 
The Rage of Winter ſcorned ; 
I caſt mine Eye, and did eſpy 
A Youth who made great Clamour, 
And drawing nigh,. I heard him cry, 
Ah! Omnia vincit Amor. 


Upon his Breaſt he fay Ag,. 
Hard by a murm'ring River, 
And mournfully his doleful Song 
With Sighs he did deliver. | 
Ah! Fenny's Face, and comely Grace, 
Her Looks that ſhin'd like Lammer, 
With burning Rays have cut my Days; 


For, Omnia vincit Amor. 


Her glancy Een, like Comets ſheen, 
The morning Sun out-ſhining, 

Have caught my Heart in Capid's Net, 
And make me die with pining. 

Durſt I complain, Nature's to blame, 
So curioully to frame her, 


Whole Beauties rare, make me with Care, 


Cry Omnia vincit Amor, 


mor 


[or] 


Ye cryſtal Streams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be Partners of my Mourning ! 

Ye fragrant Fields, and Made wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning : 

Let ev'ry Tree a Witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her : 

Ye chanting Birds, note theſe my Words, 
Ah! Omnia vincit Amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, 
And been ador'd for Virtues rare, 
WH” of Life now makes me tir'd. 
Thus ſaid, his Breath began to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 
But, Omnia vincit Amor. 


When I obſery'd him near to Death, 
IT ran in Haſte to fave him; | 
But quickly he reſign'd his Breath; 
So deep the Wound Love gave him. 
Now, for his Sake, this Vow I'll make, 
My Tongue ſhall ay defame her: 


| E While on his Hearſe Pl1 write this Verſe, _ 


Ah! Omnia vincit Amor, 


Straight I conſider'd in my Mind 
Upon the Matter rightly, 

And found, tho* Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in Pith moſt mighty. 

For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Yulcan with his Hammer, 

Did ever prove the Slave of Love, 

For, Omnia vincit Amor. 


[SE "1 


Hence we may ſee th' Effects of Love, 
Which Gods and Men keep under, 

That nothing can his Bonds remove, 

Or Torments break aſunder : 

Nor Wiſe, nor Fool, need go to School, 
To learn this from his Grammar; 

His Heart's the Book where he's to look, 

For, Omnia vincit Amor. 


SONG  XOVIL 


LEST as th* immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile ! 
So ſpoke the eaſtern Maid; 
(Like thine, ſeraphic were her Charms) 
That in Circaſſia's Vineyard ftray'd, - 
And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 


A thouſand Fair, of high deſert, 
Strove to inchant the am'rous King; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his Heart, 
And taught the royal Bard to ſing. 
Clarinda thus our Song inſpires, | 
And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt Lays : 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, - 


Words ſeem too few to ſound her Praiſe. 
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hes we? 


Her Mind, in ev'ry Grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human Skill : 

Her Majeſty, mix'd with the ſweet, 
Let Seraphs ſing her, if they will. . 

Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 

[| We all that's perfect in her view, Y 
| Viewing a Sitter of the Sky, | 

To whom an Adoration's due, 


SONG 
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SONG XCVII. 
AN Love be controul'd by Advice ? 
Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree? 
O Molly“ who'd ever be wiſe, 
If Madneſs is loving of thee ? 


Let Sages pretend to deſpiſe 
The Joys they want Spirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 


And the Bleſſings of Life while they laſt, 


Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares ; 
Briſk Love will improve ev'ry Joy: 

Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs ; 
Too late may repent being coy. | 


Then Molly for what ſhould we ſtay, 

Till all our beſt Blood does run cold? 
Our Youth we can have but To-day, 

We may always find Time to grow old, 


SONG Ne 


E AR Chloe, while thus beyond Meaſure 

: You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
Jou rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an Old Age of Pain: 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 

When once you its Dictates obey. 
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The Paſſion from Beauty firſt drawn, : 
Your Kindneſs would vaſtly improve ; : 

| Your Sighs and your Smiles are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love: 
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And tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Shou'd be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 
Vet they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when old Darky's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 


No Beauty nor Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 

Then, what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other; 

Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
TheEndearments which Youth did beſtow ; 

The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of our Bleflings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
For when Vouth and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze, 


SONG C, 


tf Uardian Angels now protect me, 
Send to me the Swain I love; 
Cupid with thy Bow direct me, 

Help me, all ye Pow'rs above, 


Bear 


197 ] 


Bear him my Sighs, ye gentle Breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair; 
Tell him, for him I grieve, - 
Say tis for him I live; 
O may the Shepherd be ſincere! 


Thro' the ſhady Groves I'll wander, 

Silent as the Bird of Night; 
Near the Brink of yonder Fountain 

Firſt Leander bleſs'd my Sight ; 
Witneſs, ye Groves and Falls of Water, 

Echoes, repeat the Vows he ſwore ; 
Can he forget me | 
Will he neglect me, 
Shall I never fee him more! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a Nymph more fair ? 
If *tis fo I'll wear the Willow, 

And eſteem the happy Pair. | 
Some lonely Cave ll make my Dwelling, 
Ne'er more the Cares of Life purſue: 

The Lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tel! 
What makes me bid the World adieu. 


SONG CI. Gx. 


O, Roſe, my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd Place 
With never-fading Love, 57 
There, Phœnix-like, beneath her Eye, 
Involy'd in Fragrance, burn and die. 


F N Know, 


, 
: : 
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Car 


1 
Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there, | 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd ? 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
One common Fate we both mult prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
You die, &c. | TS 


SONG CI. 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous Paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Delights; 
Which, with mutual Inclination, | 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, | 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content ? 

That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Is a glorious Emulation | 


Of the bliſsful State above. 


SONG CII. 


APPY's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn ; 

But Words are wanting to diſcover 

The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover, 

Ye Regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 

14 Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 

/ Mary Scot, the Flower of Yarrow ? 
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Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance due adore her. 
O lovely Maid ! my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a Smile: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a. 
2 Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


But huſh, ye Fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then [I'll go tell her all my Anguiſh, 
| She is too good to let me languiſh: 
With Succeſs crown'd, PII not envy 
The Folks that dwell above the Sky; 
When Mary Scot's become my Marrow 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. 


SONG CIV. Lovz and ArrecTtiON. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. YATES. 


W Vouth mature to Manhood grew, 
Soon Beauty touch'd my Heart; 
From Vein to Vein Love's Light'ning flew, 

With pleaſing, painful Smart: 
My Boſom dear Content forſook, 

And ſooth'd the ſoft Dejection: 

The melting Eye, the ſpeaking Look, 

| Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to Arts which win the Fair, 
What could a Shepherd do ? 

And to ſubmit to ſad Deſpair, * 

Was not the Way to woo, 


F 2 | it At 
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At length I told the lovely Maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no Objection 


To talk. (while round her Lambkins play'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A Bluſh my Chloe's Cheek bedeck'd, 
A Bluſh devoid of Guile, | 

« And what from me, can you expect?“ 
She anſwer'd with a Smile 

« How many Nymphs have been betray'd, 
” Through want of calm Reflection? 

4 Then don't my Peace of Mind invade 
„With Love and ſweet Affection.“ 


Dear Maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In Wedlock's Bands let's join ; 

My Kids, my Kine, my flerds, 170 Cot, 
My Soul itſelf is thine. 

To Church I led the charming Fair, 

To Hymen's kind Protection; 

And now Life's deareſt Joys we ſhare 

With Love and ſweet Affection. 


SONG CV. Sung by Mrs. MaTTocxs, 


In Love IN A VILLAGE. 


UPID, God of ſoft Perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs Lover's Part : 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind Occafion 
To reward a faithful Heart. 


44 Juſtly thoſe we Tyrants call, 
| Who the Body would enthral ; ; 
Tyrants of more cruel Kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the Mind. 
$:1 Caupid, God, &c. | 
9 | What 


1 I 
What is Grandeur? Foe to Reſt; 
Childiſh Mummery at beſt. | 
Happy J in humble State! 


Catch ye Fools, the glitt'ring Bait. 
Cupid, God of, &c. 


SONG CVI. 


Sung by Mrs. Pix To, in ARTAXERXES, 


| bs o'er the cruel Tyrant, Love, 
A Conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring Error ceaſe to prove, 


O! let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 

What was my Pride is now my Shame, 
And muſt be turn'd to 0 


Then call not to my wav'ring Mind 

The Weakneſs of my Heart, 
Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
::7T'< take a Traitor's Part. 


* 


„ | SONG Cl. 


Sung by Mrs. PinTO0, in ARTAXERXES. 
1 not Rage, thy Boſom fring, 


Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft Breaſt: 

Nor, with Rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh Sorrows on th' oppreſt. 


That F3 Let 
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Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 
Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry Joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend ; 
I, alas, at once have loft 
Father, Brother, Lover, Friend! 


Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove: 

Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


SONG CVIIL. May, the Mother of Love, 
Written by Mr. Cunningham. Set by Mr. Long, 


T* HE Virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the Villager's Vows, 

The Birds fondly bill on the Spray, 

And Poplars embrace with their Boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her Beauty above; 
We Shepherds, that dwell on the Plain, 
Fail May, as the Mother of Love. 


From the Weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the Vine; 
The Bee ſteals a Kiſs from the Roſe, 
And Willows and Woodbines entwine ; 
The Pinks by the Rivulet's Side, 
That border the vernal Alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft Tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May 


1 


May tinges the Butterfly's Wing, 
He flutters in bridal Array ; : 
If the Larks and the Linnets now fing, 
Their Muſic is taught them by May : 
The Stock-dove, recluſe with her Mate, 
Conceals her fond Bliſs in the Grove, 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


The Goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 

Ye Virgins, be ſportive and gay; | 
Get your Pipes, oh! ye Shepherds in tune, 

For Muſic muſt welcome the May : 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen Anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell her ſoft Tales, and he'll find 
That May is the Mother of Love, 


A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. Scor, in the 
Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr. BAIL DO. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment ? 


If bitter, O tell me whence comes my Content; 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 

Or grieve at my Fate, ſince | know *tis in vain? 

Yet fo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 

That at once it both wounds nie and tickles my 
Heart. Ss | 


% 


I graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known: 
But oh! how I'm bleſtwhen ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; 

| 5 When, 
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When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare 
name 


How pleaſing is Beauty! how ſweet are her Charms! 

Her Embraces how joyful ! how peaceful her 
Arms! 2 . 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 

And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt 


yield; 
For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 
Field. ; 
SONG (X. 


The Words made to a favourite Scotch Air, in the 
Overture of THOMAS AND SALLY, © 


Sung by Mrs. Pix ro at RANELAGH. 


{ Set by Dr. Ax NE. 


O eaſe his Heart, and own his Flame, 
Blithe Fockey to young Jenny came: 
But, tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Her milk-white Hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her Fingers long and ſmall; 
Unuſual Joy her Heart did feel; 

But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender Waiſt, 

He claſp'd his Arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her Hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning wheel. 


With 


i rog J 


With gentle Voice ſhe bid him riſe; | | 
He bleſs'd her Neck, her Lips, and Eyes: 
Her Fondneſs ſhe could fcarce conceal ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton Thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd : 
Then puſh'd him from the Rock and Reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, . 
He ſwore he meant her for his Bride: 
T'was then her Love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning-wheel. 


SONG CXI. Cymen and 1phigenia. 4 Cantata. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D Set by Dr. ARNE. 


| ReciTATIVE. 
EAR a thick Grove, whoſedeepembow'ring 
Shade | 
Seem'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made, 
A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry Banks are form'd for ſoft Repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phabus? ſultry Ray, 
And lull'd in Sleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
mon, a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb' ring Grove: 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiftled as he went for want of Thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the fleeping Maid, 
He n ſtar d! her lovely Form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs Voice he ſweetly ſung, 


Beauty and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue. 
SRP F 5 | : Alx. 
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AI. 


The Stream that glides in Murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy Boſom ſhews the Sky, 
Completes the rural Scene, 
Completes the rural Scene: 
Burt in thy Boſom, charming Maid, 
All Heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes and ſtarts- poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the Staff from his unnerved Hands: 
Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear; 
Where Honour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle Accent ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymoen “ if tis you, I need not riſe ; 

Thy honeſt Heart no Wrong can entertain; 
Purfue thy Way, and let me ſleep again. 


The Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 


But thus with Ecſtacy purſu'd his Song : 


f AIR. 


Thy jetty Locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton Ringlets, down thy Neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring Mien, 
Thy love-inſpiring Mien; 
Thy ſwelling Boſom, Skin of Snow, 
And taper Shape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, | 
I die for Iphigene. 


ST REciTATIVE. 2, 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with Senſe ; _ 


F 167 1] 


She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk*ard Gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next Day attend. 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend, 
Thus mighty Love could teach a Clown to plead ; 
And Nature's Language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


Al R. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred Fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte Deſire; 
Love can Rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the human Soul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched State 
Had made our Lives of too long Date; 
But bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, 
Bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, 
We taſte what Angels do above, 

What Angels do above. 
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SONG CXII. Dur. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D and Miſs Vou x. 


HEN Phœbus the Tops of the Hills does 
'Y adorn, | 
How ſweet is the Sound of the echoing Horn! 
When the antling Stag 1s rouz'd with the Sound, 
Erecting his Ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain : 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in View of 
glorious Game. | 
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O ſee how again he rears up his Head, 
And, winged with Fear, he redoubles his Speed : 


F 6 „ But, 


1 

But, oh! tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe 

| the Cries ; 

For now his Strength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants till with well-ſcented Hounds ſur- 
rounded he dies. 2 | 


SONG cxiII. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne. 


8 Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs 
That e'er gave Shepherd Glee; 
Not May-day in its Morning-dreſs 

| Is half fo fair as ſhe; 

Let Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancy'd Forms adore ; 
Ye Bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 

You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey ſip, 

Did you but know the Sweets, that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught Lip: 

But, ah! take Heed, ye tuneful Swains, 
'The ripe Temptation ſhun ; | 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her Chains, 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my Cot ſecure J ſlept, 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn ; 
More ſportive than the Kids I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the Lawn: 
To ev'ry Maid Love-tales I told, 
And did my Truth aver; 
Vet ere the parting Kiſs was cold 
J laugh'd at Love and her. 
But 
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But now the gloomy Grove I ſeek, 
Where Love-lorn Shepherds ftray ; 3 
There to the Winds my Grief 1 ſpeak, 
And ſigh my Soul away: 
Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
| o Dawn of Hope I ſee; 
For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 
And laughs at Love and me. 


Since theſe my poor negleQed Lambs, 
So late my only Care, 
Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not Where: 
Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat 
| My Lambkins loſt, adieu! 
No more we on the Plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your Shepherd too. 


n r re 
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SONG CXIV. Sung in LETHE, 


E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles 
perplex, 
Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex ; 
Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 
Who rife without Joy, and he down without Reſt ; ; 
Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
CR.” 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all ous 
Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forges what wer wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the Rover they cannot regain ; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd: 
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Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants; 
The Troubled in Mind ſhall go cheerful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy To-day: 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair: 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 


De, Fe | 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your 
Care. "7 


SONG CXV. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D, at Ranelagh. 


HE Breed came forth frae the Barn, 
And ſhe was citing her Cheeks ; 
How can I be married To-day, 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets? 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets, 
And wants a Covering too? 
The Breed that has aw Things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


What is the Matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o' Claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the Flees, 


[- t 


The Summer is coming on, 
And we's get Pickles a woo; 
We's fee a Laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin Blankets enow. 
, Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Mother, 
The Deel ſtick aw this Preed ! 
I had ne a Plack in my Pocket 


r The Day I was made a Breed, 
My Gown was Linſey-winſey, 
- And ne'er a Sark at aw; 


And you ha' Gowns and Buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Fether, 
As he came in frae the Plough : 

Hawd your Tongue, my Daughter, 
And yeſe get Geer enough; 

The Stirk that gaus in the Tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 

To lade your Corn in Harveſt : 
What wad ye ha', you Jade? 

Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 
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Then up ſpake the Breed's Brother, 
As he came Home frae the Kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor Mon's Wife; 
Gin J ne'er ha' a better than you, 
I'e ne'er ha” ane in my Life. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 
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Then up ſpake the Breed's Siſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the Fire; 
O gin I married To- neet, 

Tis aw that I'd deſire; 

But I, pure Girl, muſt live ſingle, 

And do the beſt I can; 

I did not care what came o' me, 

So I had but a Gude-man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 

And was ſhe not very weel off, 

To be woo'd and married and aw ? 


SONG CXVI. La Meilleure Medicine. 
\ I CK of the Town, fair Delia flew 


To Contemplation's rural Seat : 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain World, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The moſs-grown Roof, the matted F Joor ; 
All theſe ſhe had—*twas mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy World again 
She ſoon return'd, in Hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, | 
Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind: 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour 
By Turns her fickle Fancy fill; 
The World ſeem'd all within "BN: „ f 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething fill. Bb 


Cities and Groves by Turns were try'd: 
"Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale, 
Delia at length became a Bride, 
A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 


yr — 


Behold, 
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Behold, at once the Gloom was clear d; 
Damon was kind; and from that Hour 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


SONG  CXVIL 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. WoRGAN. | 


K 7 OUNG Colin proteſts Pm his Joy and Delight; 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight 3 5 
He wants to be with me where- ever I go; 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His Pleaſure all Day 1s to fit by my Side; 

He pipes and he fings, tho' I frown and I chide z 

I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, ſays, No: 

The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing n me ſo, 
The Deuce, &c. 4 


He often requeſts me his F line's to relieve 

I ak him, what Favour he hopes to receive? 

His Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes I glow : 

What Mortal beſides him would plague a Mag ſo ? 
What Mortal, &c. 


This Breaſt-knot he Yeſterday brought from the 
| Wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake: - 
Such Trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow z 
I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me — 
I ſure, c. 


1 


He hands me each Eve from the Cot to the Plain, 

And meets me each Morn to conduct me again: 

But what's his Intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd, &c. 


SONG. CYVIIL 
Set by Dr. Ax NE. The Words by Mr. Pros, 


S Chloe came into the Room t'other Day, 

I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you 
| „ 2 | 
In yur ms you never regarded your Hour 
You promis'd at two,—look, Child ! it 1s four; 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures or Wheels; 
Tis enough that *tis loaded with Baubles and Seals; 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear, — 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak; 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a Degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made! 
So faying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 
That Scene of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry Word J deſign'd to have ſaid, 


SO NG: CAA... 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
WW HEN a Maid, in Way of Marriage, - 
Firſt is courted by a Man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her Carriage, 
*T 1s with Pain the Suit's began. 


Tho'f 
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Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 


Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confels it plainly, 


Leſt the Folks ſhould think her bold! 
But the Parſon comes in Sight, 


Gives the Word to bill and coo; 
Tis a different Story quite, 


And ſhe quickly buckles to. 


SONG CXX. 


Sung by Mrs. CIBBER, in The Winter's Tale. 
Get by Mr. MicHarL ARNE. 
OME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 


we muſt ſhear, 


In your holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 


The happieſt of Folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; 

We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught: 

What we think in our Hearts you may read in our 
Eyes, 

For, knowing no Falſehood, we need vo Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; 
But we all the Children of Nature are bred: 
By her Hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 


For the Roſes will bloom when there? Peace in 
the Breaſt. 


The Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 

Content and ſweet Cheerfulneſs open your Door; ; 

they ſmile with the Simple, and feed wich the 
Poor. 


When 
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When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; 

Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we 
feel ; 

So harmleſs and imple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. 


SONG CXXI. 


Sung by Mr. Low and Mrs. Lamps, 


OW the happy Knot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming Bride, 
Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without mir 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet / 
Who ſo fair as lovely Ber / 
Who ſo bleis'd as Coliner / 


Now adieu to maiden Arts, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts ; 
Welhome Hymen's laſting Joys; 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys; 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Coliuet. 


Tho' ripe Sh-aves of yellow Corn 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
Tho' P've deck'd my myrtle Bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 

Are the Charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho? on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May day Queen; 
Tho? fix Sweethearts daily itrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love, 
: Them 
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Them I quit without Regret, 
All my Joy's in Coli net. 
Strike up then the ruſtic Lay, 


Crown with Sports our bridal Day; 11 
May each Lad a Miſtreſs find, 


Like my Berhy, fair and kind; s | 4 
And each Laſs a Huſband get, | 


Fond and true as Colinert. 


Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl,, 
Revel all without Controul $- 

May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 5a Lt 
And her faithful Colinet. 


SONG CXXII The Country Wedding. 

Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 

X 7Z7ELL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly 
| young Swain POR”: 


To a lovely young Shepherdeſs crofling the Plain 3 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the Month it was 


May) F 5” | 
Shall J venture to aſk you, fair Maiden, which 
.. Wayt. | "I 
Then ſtraight to this Qgeſtion the Nymph did 
reply, 


With a Smile in her Look and a Leer in her Eye, 
I came from the Village, and homeward I go; 
And now gentle Shepherd, pray why would you 


now ? 


I hope, 
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I hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this; 

I would ſee you ſafe Home (the >wain was in Love) 
Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve. 


| Your Offer, kind Shepherd, 1s civil, I own, 


But I ſee no great Danger in going alone ; ; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me, 


No Danger in going alone, it is true, 


But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too: 

And if you would like (now the Swain he took 
Heart) 

Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part. 

Oh!] that's a Jong Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 

P ve often heard ſay, there's no mindin g you Men ; 

You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, *tis true; 

Then leave a young Maiden the firſt Thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride; 
To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid, little Swain) 
Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us 
_ twain: 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not t ſaid; 
The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town, 


SONG CXXIII. 
__ Sung & Mijs STEVENSON, at Vauxhall. 


AY Damon long fiudy'd my Heart to obtain, 
The LINE young Shepherd that pipes on 


Td 
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1'd hear his ſoft Tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay No, when 1 1 to ſay Ves. 


Laſt Valentine's Day to our Cottage he came, 

And brought me two Lambkins to. witneſs his 
Flame: 

Oh! take theſe, he ay'd, thou more fair than 

their Fleece; 

I could hardly ſay No, tho aſham'd to fa Ves. - 

I could hardly, &c. | 


Soon after, one Morning, we fat in the 88 3 
He preſs'd my Hand hard, and i in Sighs breath'd 
his Love; | 
Then tenderly aſk*d if Pd grant kim a Kiſs? - 
1 defign'd to'ave ſaid Mos but miſtook, and faid 
Yes. 
I defign'd, &c. 


At this, with Delight, his Heart danc'd in his 
Breaſt; 
Ye Gods, hecry'd, Chloe will now maln ut bleſt; 
Come, let's to the Church, and ſhare conjugal Bliſs: 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was fore d to ſay Ves. 
To prevent, &c. 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word i in my Life; 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a Wife: 
Then take, ye young Damſels, my Counſel in this, 
You mutt all die Old Maids, if you will not ſay 
Yes; 
You mult all die Old Maids, if you will not ſay 
Yes. 


SONG 
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SO N G CXXIV. The Non-PAREILLEe, 
| Set by Dr. Bo res. 
48 Nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as 
ay, | 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming Hawthorn in May; 
Her Temper was ſmooth as the Down on the Dove; 


And her Face, was as fair as the Mother of Love ; 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 


And receives gentle Odours from flow'ry beds; 
Vet warm in Affection as Phoebus at Noon, 


And as chaſte as the filver-white Beams of the Moon. 


Her Mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n Snow, 
And as lively as Tints from young [ris his Bow; 


As clear as the Streams, and as deep as the Flood; 


She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and, tho' beautiful, 
good: | 2 

The Sweets that each Virtue, or Grace had in Store, 

She cull'd as the Bee does, the Bloom of each Flower, 


Which treaſur'd for me, Oh! how happy was I; 


For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 


SON G . CXXV. Sung by Mrs. PixTo, in 
| tbe Beggar's Opera. Ey Mr. Gay. 
Ix GINs are like the fair Flow'r in its Luftre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground; 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, ?tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all 


enduring, 


Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


SONG 


% 


1 
O NG CXXVI. The Contented Millar. 
By Mr. CUNNINGHAM. PA 
Sung by Mr. Hups0xN, at Ranelagh. 


N a plain pleaſant Cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a Mill and ſome Meadows—(a freehold 
Eſtate) 
A well-meaning Miller by Labour ſupplies 
Thoſe Bleflings that Nature to grand Ones denies ; 
NoPaſſions to plague him, no Cares to torment, 
His conſtant Companions are Health and Content: 
Their Lordſhips, in Lace, may take note, if they 
will. 
| For * honeſt—tho' daub'd with the Duſt of his 
Mill. 


Ere the Lark's early Carrol ſalutes the new Day, 

| He ſprings from his Cottage as jocund as May; 
He cheerfully whiſtles, regardleſs of Care, | 
Or fings the laſt Ballad he bought at the Fair: 
While Courtiers are toil'd in the Cobwebs of State; 
Of bribing Elections, in hopes to be great; 

No Fraud nor Ambition his Boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's Griſt for his Mill. 


} 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun Array, 
at Church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a Dinner of plain Engliſh Food ; 
And, tho' ſimple the Pudding, his Appetite's good: 
At Night, when the Prieſt and Exciſeman are gone, 
1 He quaffs at the Ale-houſe with Roger and Jobn; 
Then returns to his Pillow, and dreams of no III, 
4 No Monarch's more bleſt than the Man of the 


© | Mill. 
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SONG CXXVIIL Through the Wood, Laddis. 
| Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. MicnakL ARNE, 


O Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn; 
| Thy Preſence could eaſe me, 

When naething can pleaſe me ; 
Now dowie I figh on the Banks of the Burn, 
Or through the Wood, Laddie, until thou return, 
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Tho' Woods now are bonny, and Mornings are 
clear, | 7 
While Lav'rocks are ſinging, 


And Primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine Eye nor mine Ear, 
When through the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear, 
: 5 i A 


'That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell ; 
I'm faſh*'d with their Scorning 
Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 8 
Their Jeering goes aft to my Heart wr a Knell, Ye 
mk * the Wood, Laddie, I wander my | 
5 | | 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 

But quick as an Arrow 

Haſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in Languor till that h:ppy Day, 
When through the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 


ſing and play. 


SONG 


( 23 }] 
SONG CXXVIL 


T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old Pair, 
And it may be they dwell there fill, 
Much Riches inks did'nt fall to their Share, 
They kept a ſmall Farm and a Mill. 
But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of Guile or of Arts; | 
One Daughter they had, and her Name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the Pride of their Hearts. 
Nut-brown were her Locks, her Shape it was 
ſtraight, 
Her Eyes were as black as a Sloe: 
Her Teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her 
Gait, 
K And ſleek was her Skin as a Doe: 
All thick were the Clouds, and the Rain it did 
our, 
No Bit "Fon true Blue could ba ſpy d, 
A child, wet and cold, came and Knocked at the 
Door; 


Its Mam it had loſt, and it cry d. 


| Young Bet was as mild as the Mornings of May, 
The Babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her Breaſt ; 
She chaf'd him all o'er and ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lulPd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her Prize? 
Why Love, the fly Maſter of Arts; 
No ſooner he wak'd but he dropp'd his Diſguiſe, 

And ſhew'd her his Wings and his Darts, 


Quoth he, I am Love; but, oh, be not afraid, 
| "Tho? all I make ſhake at my Will, 
| So goed, and ſo kind have you bgen, my fair Maid, 
* Harm ſhall you feel from my Skill; 
G 2 My 
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My Mother ne'er dealt with ſuch Fondneſs by me, 
A Friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; 

Take my Quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdewn-hill, 


8 ON. G CXXIX. By Pax EL. 


Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free 


The little Birds that fly ; 


With careleſs Eaſe from Tree to Tree, 


Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aſk gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd the Stream; 
Or aſk the paſſing Gales if e'er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 


But now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught, 

The tender Chains of ſoft Deſire 
Are fix'd upon my Thought: 

And eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does ev'ry Doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſs'd 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 

Ye gentle Echoes, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love : | 

With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Deſign, 


And make a young unpractis'd Heart 


To be for ever mine. 
- 


The 


154 
The very Thought of Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her; 
Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft Diſtreſs; 
Yet, while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wilds it leſs. 


But if ſhe treats me with Diſdain, 
Or {lights my well-meant Love, 
Or looks with Pleaſure on my Pain, 

A Pain ſhe won't remove. 
Farewel, ye Birds and lonely Pines, 
Adieu to Tears and Sighs, 
III leave my Paſſion to the Winds; 
Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


SONG CXXX. 


B AB not what you ought to ſmother, 
Honour's Laws ſhould ſacred be, 
Boaſting Favours from another, 

Ne'er will Favour gain with me. 


— 


But, inſpir'd with Indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead Apes in Hell, 
Ere I truſt my Reputation 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden Treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal; 
He whom Beauty crowns with Pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal, 
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Him with whom my Heart I'Il venture, 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure ſave ; 

One where Truth and Prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the Grave. 


SONG CXXXI. 


SOMETHING THAT'S UNSEEN. 


A new Song. 


9 WAs not Belinda's F ace, tho? fair, 
Her arched Brow, or auburn Hair, 
Her ſweetly 338 Mien; 
Nor yet her Cheeks eternal Glow, 
1 hi. firſt diſturb'd my Ret—Ah ! No, 
"T'was ſomething that's unſeen. 


The Sweets her Fairy Form that deck, 

The Grace that moulds her taper Neck, 
Her Boſom ſoft and ſheen, 

That proudly mocks December's Snow, 

Not all my Heart could win—Ah! Noz 
I die for what's unſeen, 


You tell me, and you tell me true, 

Her ſcarlet Lip, her Eyes of Blue, 

| The Velvet of her Skin: 

The Force of theſe full well I know; 

But theſe diſturb not me—Ah ! No, 
I ſigh for what's unſeen, 


What tho? her Charms are heavenly . | 
The endleſs Source of ſweet Delight, 
The Envy of a Queen; | 
The Vulgar ſee them and adore, 
My Boſom bleeds for ſomething more ; 
The Something that's unſeen. 


( np ] 
"Tis that, whoſe peerleſs myſtic Charms 


Give me a thouſand fond Alarms, 
And pleaſes all Mankind ; 
Whoſe Beams divige would gild a Court, 
Give Splendour to a Crown—lIn ſhort 
That Something is—her Mind. 


SONG CXXXIL. 


TRE Maip To my MinÞy. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr. Hook. 


That a Wife makes a Man either bleſſed or 
curſt; | 
Ideclare I will marry, ah! can] but find, 


Mark me well ye young Laſſes, the Maid to my 


Mind. 


Not the pert little Miſs who Advice will deſpiſe, 
Nor the Girl who's ſo fooliſh to think herſelf wiſe, 
Nor the who to all Men alike would prove kind, 
Not one of theſe three is the Maid to my Mind. 


Not the Prude, who in public will never be free, 

Yet in private a toying for ever would be, 

Nor Coquette that's too forward, nor Jilt that's 
unkind, _ 

Not one of theſe three is the Maid to my Mind. 


Nor ſhe who for Pleaſure her Huſband will light, 
Nor the poſitive Dame, who thinks always the's 
right. _- 
Nor ſhe who a Dupe to the Faſhion's inclin'd, 
Not one of theſe three is the Maid to my Mind. 
> WA But. 


Have ſeriouſly weigh'd it, and find it but juſt, 
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But the Fair with Good: nature and Carriage gen- 
teel, 

Who her Huſband can love and no Secrets reveal, 

In whoſe Breaſt I may Virtue and Modeſty find, 

This, this, and this only's the Maid to my Mind. 
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Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, in the new Muſical | 
Interlude, called The ELECTION» 1 
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Set by Mr. BARTHELEMON. 
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7 HILE happy in my native Land, 


ri I boaſt my Country's Charter; | 
Fi: P11 never baſely lend my Hand, 

. Her Liberties to barter. 8 2 
# The noble Mind is not at all 1 
if By Poverty degraded ; 

J 'Tis Guilt alone can make us fall,-.. 1 


And well J am perſuaded, 
Each free · born Briton's Song ſhould be, 
“Or give me Death or Liberty.“ 


n which Fortune grants, z 
And few the Gifts ſhe ſends us; 
The lordly Hireling often wants , 


That Freedom that defends us. 


By Law ſecured from lawleſs Strife, 
Our Houſe is our Caſßellum. 


Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in Life, - 
For Lucre, ſhall we ſell *em ? BB 
No——ev? ry 3 s Song ſhould be, bo 


** Or give me Death or Liberty.” 
| SONG 
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SON G CXXXIV. The Transformation. 
Sung by Mrs. Thompſon. 


HOE'ER with curious Eye has rang'd 
Thro' Ovid's Tales has ſeen, 
How Fove, incens'd, to Monkeys chang'd 
A Tribe of worthleſs Men. 
Repentant ſoon th'offending Race, 
Intreat the injur'd Pow'r, 
To give them back the human Pace, 
And Reaſon's Aid reſtore. 


Jove, footh'd at length, his Ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their Pray'r; 

But t'other Half he bid the Wind 
Diſperſe in empty Air. 

Scarce had the Thund' rer giv'n the Nod, 
That ſhook the vaulted Skies, 

With haughtier Air the Creatures ſtrode, 
And ſtretch'd their dwindled Size. 


The Hair in Curls luxurious now 
Around their Temples ſpread; 
The Tail, that whilom hung below, 

Now dangled from the Head. 

The Head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the Face, 

It fill retains its native Grin, 
And all its old Grimace. 


Thus Half transform'd, and Half the ſame, 
 Teve bade them take their Place, 
Reſtoring them their ancient Claim, 


Among the human Race. 
8 G 5 Man 
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Man with Contempt the Brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a Name beſtow; ;: 
But Woman lik'd the motley Breed, 
And call'd the Thing a Beau. 


SONG CXXXV. 
By GiLBERT Coor ER. 


| ATTY let nought to Love diſpleafing, 
My W:nifreda move thy Fear, 

Let nought delay the heavenly Bleſſing, 

Nor ſqueamiſh Pride, nor gloomy Care. 


What tho' no Grants of royal Donors 
With pompous Titles grace our Blood, 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial Honours, 
And to be noble we'll be good. 


What tho? from Fortune's laviſh Bounty 
No mighty 'Treaſures we poſleſs, 

We'll find within our Pittance plenty, 
And be content without Exceſs. 


Still ſhall each kind returning Seaſon 
Sufficient for our Wiſhes give, 

For we will live a Life of Reaſon, 
And that's the only Life to hve. 


Our Name while Virtue thus we tender 
Shall ſweetly ſound where'er tis ſpoke, 
And all the great Ones much ſhall wonder 
How they admire ſuch little Folk. * 
| ro 
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Thro' Youth and Age in Love excelling 
We'll Hand in Hand together tread, 
Sweet ſmiling Peace ſhall crown our Dwelling, 
And 2 ſweet ſmiling Babes, our Bed. 


How ſhould I love the pretty Creatures 

Whilſt round my Knees they fondly clung, 
To ſee them look their Mother's Features, 

To hear 'em liſp their Mother's Tongue. 


And when with Envy Time tranſported 
Shall think to rob us of our Joys ; 
You'll in your Girls again be courted, 
And I'll go wooing in my Boys. 


SONG CXXXVE 
TRE Virxcin MoniToR. 


7 F. Virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend 
The Dictates of Reaſon, who value a Friend, 
Come liſt to my Counſel, and mark what I fay, 
Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of May. 

Ye Damſels, &c. | 


Tho? guarded by Virtue's all foſtering Hand; 
Tho? Modeſty lend you her magical Wand; 
Tho? Innocence deck you with ſpotleſs Array, 
Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of May. 


When firſt the gay Beauties of Nature appear, 
And Phabus bright Smile cheers the juvenile Year 3 
When the Birds chant their amorous Notes from 
' each Spray, 5. 
Ye Damſels beware of the Dangers of May. 


G 6 | Should 
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Should Flora propoſe you the vernal Delight, 

Her delicate Paintings exhibit to Sight; 

In her Meadows and Fields ſnould you frolick and 
play, 


* 
Beware, Oh! beware of the Dangers of May. 


When the Blood briſkly flows, the all eloquent 
Eyes | 

Reveal every Secret the Heart would diſguiſe ; 

The Boſom quick-panting with Force ſeems to ſay, 

*T1s hard to reſiſt all the Dangers of May. 


Should an amorous Youth, this ſoft Scene to 
1mprove, | 3 
With Ardour implore the Reward of his Love; 
If Hymen attend you his Dictates obey, 
For Wedlock removes all the Dangers of May. 


SONG CXXXVII. 


A favourite Song ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens, | 


Set iy Mr. Hook. 


ts Strephon, ceaſe complaining, ' 
Talk no more of fooliſh Love ; 

Think not e'er my Heart to reign in, | 
Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take Delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand Slaves a Day; 
Thrice ten thouſand Times your Betters 
Gladly would my Rule obey: 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


Seek 


( 133 1 


Seek not her who ſtill forbids you, 
To ſome other tell your Moan ; 
Chuſe where'er your Fancy leads you, 
Let Chlorinda but alone. 
Simple Strephon, c. 


SONG CxxxvII. Real Plaaſurs. 
Sung by Mrs. Bap DELE T, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. DIB DIN. 


HEPHER D, would'ſt thou here obtain 
Pleaſure unallay'd by Pain; 
Joy that ſuits the rural Sphere; 
Gentle Shepherd lend an Ear: 
Learn to reliſh calm Delight, | 
Verdant Vales and Fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſloping Hills; 
Caves that echo, tinkling Rills. 


Tranquil Pleaſures never cloy ; 
| Baniſh each tumultuous Joy; 
All but Love, for Love inſpires 
Fonder Wiſhes, fiercer Fires ; 
Love and all its Joys be thine, 
Yet ere thou the Reins reſign, 
Hear what Reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hear attentive and obey : | 


Crimſon Leaves the Roſe adorn, 
But beneath them lurks a Thorn ; 
Fair and flow'ry 1s the Brake, 
Yet it hides the vengeful Snake: 


Think 
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Should Flora propoſe you the vernal Delight, 


Her delicate Paintings exhibit to Sight; 


In her Meadows and Fields ſhould you frolick and 


play, 


* 
Beware, Oh ! beware of the Dangers of May. 
When the Blood briſkly flows, the all eloquent 


Eyes 
Reveal every Secret the Heart would diſguiſe ; 


The Boſom quick-panting with Force ſeems to ſay, 


*T1s hard to reſiſt all the Dangers of May. 


Should an amorous Youth, this ſoft Scene to 
improve, | 

With Ardour implore the Reward of his Love ; 

If Hymen attend you his Dictates obey, 

For Wedlock removes all the Dangers of May. 


SON G CXXXVIL 


A favourite Song ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens, | 


Set Ey Mr. Hook. 


| 3 Strephon, ceaſe complaining, 
Talk no more of fooliſh Love; 
Think not e' er my Heart to reign in, 
Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take Delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand Slaves a Day; 
Thrice ten thouſand Times your Betters 
Gladly would my Rule obey. 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


Seek 


E 


Seek not her who ſtill forbids you, 
To ſome other tell your Moan; 
Chuſe where'er your Fancy leads you, 
Let Chlorinda but alone. 


Simple Strephon, c. 


SONG CXXXVIIL Real Phajure. 
Sung by Mrs. BADDELEY, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. DiBDin. 


HEPHERD, would'ſt thou here obtain 
Pleaſure unallay'd by Pain; 
Joy that ſuits the rural Sphere; 
Gentle Shepherd lend an Ear: 
Learn to reliſh calm Delight, 
Verdant Vales and Fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſloping Hills ; 
Caves that echo, tinkling Rills. 


Tranquil Pleaſures never cloy ; 
Baniſh each tumultuous Joy ; 
All but Love, for Love inſpires 
Fonder Wiſhes, fiercer Fires ; 
Love and all its Joys be thine, 
Yet ere thou the Reins reſign, 
Hear what Reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
Hear attentive and obey ; 


Crimſon Leaves the Roſe adorn, 
But beneath them lurks a Thorn; 
Fair and flow'ry is the Brake, 
Yet it hides the vengeful Snake ; 
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Think not ſhe whoſe empty Pride 
Dares the fleecy Garb deride, 

Think not ſhe who, light and vain, 
Scorns the Sheep, can love the Swain. 


Let not Lucre, let not Pride, | 
Draw thee from ſuch Charms aſide : 
Have not thoſe their proper Sphere ? 
Gentler Paſſions triumph here. 

Seek no more, the reſt 1s vain, 
Pleaſure ending ſoon in Pain, 
Anguith lightly gilded o'er, 

Cloſe thy Wiſh and ſeek no more. 


57 
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SONG CXXXIX, 4 Cantata. 
Sung by Mrs. BappELET, at Ranelagh. 


Sweet airy Being, wanton Spright, 
That lurks in Woods unſeen, 
Or oft by Cynthia's filver Light, 
Trips gaily o' er the Green; 
If e'er thy pitying Heart was mov'd, 
As ancient Stories tell, 
And for th' 4:hexian Maid that lov'd 
Thou ſought'ſt a wond”rous Spell, 
O deign once more t'exert thy Pow'r, 
. Haply ſome Herb or Tree, 
Sovereign as Juice of Weſtern Flow'r, 
Conceals a Balm for me, 


3x8 

bu Set by Mr. DIBDIN. 

1 FT I've implor'd the Gods in vain, 
1 And pray'd till I've been weary, 
s For once I'll try my Wiſh to gain, 
: Of Oberon the Fairy. 

| AIR. 

ty 


* 5 ä * i 
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RECITAT IE. 
Ah! haſte and ſhed the ſacred Balm, 
My ſhatter'd Nerves new ftring ; 
And for my Gueſts ſerenely calm 
The Nymph Indiſf rence bring. 
At her Approach ſee Fear, pale Fear, 
And Expectation fly 
And Diſappointment in the Rear, 
That blaſts the promis'd Joy. 
The Tear that Pity taught to flow, 
The Eye ſhall then diſow n; 
The Heart that griev'd for others Woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 
And Wounds that now each Moment bleed, 
Each Moment then ſhall cloſe; 
And tranquil Days ſhall then ſucceed, 
To Nights of calm Repoſe. 


AIR. 
O Fairy Elf, but grant me this, 
This one kind Comfort ſend, 
And ſo may never- fading Bliſs, 
Thy flow'ry Paths attend. 


So may the Glow-worm's glittering Light 
Thy tiny Footſteps lead 
To ſome new Region of Delight 
Unknown to mortal Tread. 


And be thy Acorn Goblet fill'd 
With Heaven's ambrofial Dew, 
From ſweeteſt freſheſt Flow'rs diſtill'd 
That ſhed freſh Sweets for you. 


And what of Life remains for me 
I'll paſs in ſober Eaſe; 
Half-pleas'd, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 
SONG. 
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SONG CXL. Sung by Miſs Radley, in Cymon, 
THIS cold flinty Heart it is you who have 


warm'd, _ 
You waken'd my Paſſions, my Senſes have charm'd ; 
In vain againſt Merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 


What's Life without Paſſion, ſweet Paſſion of Love? | 


The Froſt nips the Bud, and the Roſe cannot blow, 
From Youth that is froſtnipt no Raptures can flow; 
Elyſium to him but a Deſart will prove: 


What's Life without Paſſion, ſweet Paſſion of Love? 


The Spring ſhould be warm, the young Seaſon be 
27 
Her Birds and her Flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
May; | 
Love bleſſes the Cottage and fings thro? the Grove, 
What's Life without Paſſion, G. 


SONG CXLI. 4 favourite Song in Saul. 
Set by Mr. Handel. 


GO N not, O King, againſt the Youth, 
Who ne'er offended you; 
Think, to his Loyalty and Truth, 

What great Rewards are due ; 


Think, with what Joy that godlike Man, 
You ſaw that glorious Day; 

Think, and with Ruin, if you can, 
Such Services repay, | 


From 
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From Cities ſtorm'd, and Battles won, 
What Glory can accrae ? 

By this, the Hero beſt is known, 
He can himſelf ſubdue, 


$ONG cu. 8. by Dr. ARNE. 


OrtLess Lovers, who ſue in vain, 
Whoſe Hearts are frozen with cold Diſdain, 
Learn of Fockey Love pleaſing Art, 

To quell a Beauty's Inſolence, and melt her Heart: 
He, like you, would ſigh and pine, 

From Phebus Riſe to his Decline; 

Ideny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful Brow, 

Ah, Tockey, twill not do, pritnee leave me now. 
Gazing, advancing, his Eyes Love darting, + 
Jenny, ſaid he, —One Kiſs at parting 3 

Claſping then my ſlender Waiſt, 
With eager Arms he me embrac'd, 
Kiſs'd me, call'd on Heav'n above, 
To reward his conſtant Love. 
Partially T ey'd him, 
__Faantly I deny'd him, 
My Tongue bely'd my Heart; 
His Shape, his Face, 
And manly Grace, 
Strongly took my Lover's Part. 
J his Suit approving, 
He my Doubts removing, 
With Ardour reply'd, 
Pl haſte to bring 
The Wedding Ring, 
Lovely Jenny is my Bride. 
Hopeleſs Lovers mind what I ſing, 


No Cure for Diſdain like a Kiſs and a Ring. 
| | SONG 


F 


1 
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SONG CLXII. 


| Gag 7 in the Character of Careful, in the preſs- 5-Gang, 


AUGHTER you're too young to marry, 
*Tis too ſoon to be a Wife: 

Yet a little longer tarry, 

Ere you know the Cares of Life. 
Wedlock is a fickle Station, 

Sometimes Sweetneſs, ſometimes Strife; ; 
Oh! how great the Alteration, 

Twixt the Maiden and the Wiſe! 


Love and Courtſhip are but ſtupid, 
Glory has ſuperior Charms; 

Mars ſhould triumph over Cipid, 
When Bellona calls to Arms: 

As for you, Sir, do your Duty, 
Oh ! were I but young again, 

I'd not linger after Beauty, 
But go Py my Part with paix. 


SONG CXILIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks i» Thomas and 2 


Set by Dr. ARNE. 


Uspreiovs Spirits, guard my Love, 

In "Lime of Danger near him bide; 
With out-ſpread Wings around him move, 
And turn each random Ball aſide, 


And you, his Foes, though Hearts of Steel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic Paſſion feel, 

Behold hls Face and drop the Sword, 
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Ye Winds, your bluſt'ring Fury leave; 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft in Sighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth Boſom of the Deep. 


Till Halcyon Peace return once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile Harms, 
My Sailor views his native Shore, 


And harbours ſafe in theſe fond Arms. 


SONG CXLV. 7 be Incurious. 
Set by Dr, ARNE. 


I'VE me but a Wife, Iexpect not to find 
Each Virtue and Grace in one Female 
combin'd. | 
No Goddeſs for me; *tis a Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but. eaſy to 
| mould : 
Or ſhe claims my Reſpect, like a Mother, if old: 
Thus either can pleaſe me, fince Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye: 

If blind, ſhe the Roving of mine cannot ſpy : 
Thus either is lovely; br Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; 
If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove : 
Thus either contents me ; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


I ne'er 
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I ne'er ſhall want Converſe, if Tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ſtill the Rarity pleaſes no leſs: 

I'm ſuited to either; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant; 

If you've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no 
Want: | 

Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize; 

And he that ſeeks more 1s more curious than wiſe, 


Fg 


SONG CXLVI. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


. ARK ! the Birds begin their Lay, 
Flow'rets deck the Robe of May 

See the little Lambkins bound, » 
Playful o'er the Clover-Ground ; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow, 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow. 
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Now the Nymphs and Swains advance 
O'er the Lawn in perfect Dance”; 
Garlands from the Hawthorn Bough 
Grace the happy Shepherd's Brow ; 
While the Laſſes, in Array, 

Wait upon the Queen of May; 
While the, Oc. 
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Innocence, Content and Love, 
Fill the Meadows and the Grove; 
Mirth that never wears a Frown, 


Health with Sweetneſs all her own ; 


— 


Labour 


r 
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Labour puts on Pleaſure's Smile, 


And pale Care forgets his Toil; 
Labour puts, &c. 


Ah! what Pleaſures Shepherds know! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 

Love improves each happy Hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in Store. 

Learn Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence; 7 
Learn Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. 


SONG CXLVII. 7: Thomas and Sally, 


Y former Time how briſk and gay, 
So blythe was I as blythe could be; 
But now I'm ſad, ab! well-a-day, 
For my true Love 1s gone to Sea. 


The Lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 

Their wheedling Arts are loſt on me : 
For I to Death ſhall love but one, 

And he, alas! 1s gone to Sea. 

As droop the Flow'rs till Light return, 

As mourns the Dove its abſent She ; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 

Till my true Love returns from Sea. 


SONG cxLvm. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of ALFRED. 


I F thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bow'r, 
' Preſs not the gay and ſtately Bed; 


The new mown Hay and breathing Flow'r, 


A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 
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If thoſe who ſit at Shepherd's Board, 
Sooth not their Taſte with wanton Art; 
They take what Nature's Gifts afford, 
p< take it with a chearful Heart. 


If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt; 

With wholeſome Cups they chear the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village Toaſt. 


If thoſe who join in Shepherd's Sport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd Ground, 
Have not the Splendor of a Court, 
Yet Love adorns the merry Round. 


$ONG CXLIX. 


* by Mr. LEO NI, in the Engliſh Opera «of 


ARTAXERXES. 


ATER, parted from the Sea, 
May increaſe the River's Tide, 
To the bubbling Fount may flee, 
Or through fe & rtile Valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of loſt Repoſe, 
Through the Land tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native Home. 


SONG UL. 


See by Dr. Aan E. In Thomas and Sally. 
LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a Laſs, 


Learn how the Affair's to be done; 


For, if you ſtand fooling and ſhy, like an Aſs, 
With 


You'll loſe her as ſure as a Gun. 


Sh 
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With RG and Sighing, and Vows, and all 
that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; | 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a Paty 
But jilt you, as ſure as a Gun, 


To worſhip, and call her bright Goddeſs is fine? 
But, mark you the Conſequence, mum; 
The Baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And — you, as ſure as a Gun. 


Then be with a Maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no Opportunity ſhun : | 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry 
out ; 1 
But mum — ſhe's as ſure as a Gun. 


* 


SONG CLI. 
Crorvs, in Tü Maip or THE Mir. 


TREE from Sorrow, free from Strife, 
O how bleſt the Miller's Life! 
Cheerful working thro' the Day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's Griſt to make him gay. 
DukEr. 
Let the Great enjoy the Bleſſings | 
By indulgent Fortune ſent. | 1 
What can Wealth, can Grandeur offer 1 
More than Plenty and Content? 


Cho us. 
Free from Sorrow, c. 
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SONG 
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SONG CLIT. Sung in CyxMon, 


Why ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew Sin! 
O Let Smiles of Content ſhew our Rapture 


| within ! 

This Love has ſo rais'd me, I now fly in Air! 

He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my Care 

Each Shepherdeſs views me with Scorn and Diſdain, | 

Each Shepherd purſues me, but all is in vain; ] 

No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 5 

He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my Care. 
{7 $0NG cim. Wi 


{ Sung by Mr. Vaunon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Hook. 


ELIEVE my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 
Believe the Heart you've won ; 
Believe my Vows to you ſincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone. _ 
Vou ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ry Face that's new : 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 
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TA OY 


My Heart was once a Lump of lce, 
Till warm'd by your bright Eye, 
And then it kindled in a Trice, 
A Flame that ne'er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a Heart that's true: 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


— Cy CL A 
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SONG CLIV. 
Sung in The JuBiLEs. Set by Dr, Agne. 


THOU ſoft flowing Avon, by thy ſilver Stream, 
Of Things more than mortal, thy Shake- 
 fpeare would dream; 

The 1 by Moonlight dance round his green 
„ | 
For hallow'd the Turf 1s, which pillow'd his Head. 


The love ſtricken Maiden, the ſighing young Swain, 
Here rove without Danger, and ſigh without Pain; 
The ſweet Bud of Beauty, noBlighthere ſhalldread, 
For hallow'd the Turf is, which pillow'd his Head. 


Here Youth ſhall be fam'd for their Love and their 
Truth, 

Here ſmiling Old Age feels the Spirit of Youth ; 

For the Raptures of Fancy here Poets ſhall tread, 

For hallow'd the Turf is, which pillow'd his Head, 


Flow on filver Avon, in Song ever flow; 

Be the Swans on thy Boſom ſtill whiter than Snow; 
Ever full be thy Stream, like his Fame may it ſpread, 
And the Turfever hallow'd, that pillow'd his Head, 


SONG CLV. 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER, in MiDAS. 


! What Pleaſures wyl abound, 
When my Wife is laid in Ground; 
Let Earth cover her—we'll dance over her ; 
When my Wife 1s laid in Ground, 


H X O! how 
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O how happy ſhould I be! . 
Would little M/ pig with me; 

Now I'd mumble her-touze, and tumble her; 
Would little Ny/a pig with me. 


SO N G CLVI, 
Tat Union or Love and Wins. 
The Words by Mr. Wotty. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


For Life without theſe is a Bubble © of Air; 
For Life without theſe, &c. 

Each helping the other, in Pleaſure I roll, 

And a new Flow of Spirits enlivens my Soul; ; 


Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober Mortals my Maxims condemn, 
J never ſhall alter my Conduct for them; 
I care not how much they my Meaſures decline, 


Wine prudently us'd will our Senſes improve, 
Tis the Sprin g-Tide of Lite, and the Fuel of Love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a Smile fo divine, 

As when Mars bound his Head with a Branch from 
| the Vine. 


Then come my dear Charmer, thou Nymph half. 
divine, 
Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me wich 
Wine: 
Then giving and taking, in mutual Return, 
The Torch of our Loves mall —— burn. 


But 


W ITH Women and Wine J defy ev'ry Care, 


Let 'em have their own Humour, and I will have 


B 
N 
F 
N 


( 147 ] 
But ſhould'ſt thou my Paſſion for Wine diſapprove; 
My Bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy Love; 


For rather than forfeit the Joys of my Laſs, 
My Bottle PII break, and demoliſh my Glaſs, 


SONG CLVI. 


\. TEAR the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a 
Hill, 8 11 
A free-hearted Fellow attends on his Mill: 
Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong roſy Hue o'er his 
Ban: + {72 
And Honefty gives e en to Aukwardneſs Grace. 
Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at Night is as bleſt as a King: 
After heartily eating, he takes a full Swill _ 
Of Liquor home-brew'd, to Succeſs of the Mill. 


He makes no nice Seruples of Toll for his Trade, 
For that's an Exciſe to his Induſtry paid: 

His Conſcience is free, and his Income is clear, 
And he values not them of Ten Thouſand a Year: 


He's a Freehold ſufficient to give him a Vote 


At Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat; 
He hates your proud Placemen ; and, do what 
they will, 


They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch Man of the Mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 

And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beſt ; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
Trade, | 3 

Nor good Br:#i/ Coin be in Subſidies paid: 

He fears the French Navy and Commerce inereaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have Peace: 


H 2 Tho? 


(283 
Tho' Oli England, he knows may have Strength, 


and have Skill, 
To protect all her Manors, and ſave his own Mill, 


With this honeſt Hope he goes Home to his Work, 
And if Water 1s ſcanty he takes up his Fork, 
And over the Meadows he ſcatters his Hay, 

Or with the {tiff Plough turns up Furrows of Clay: 
His Harveſt is crown d with good Exgliſb Glee, 
That his Country may ever be happy and free: 


With his Hand and his Heart to King George does 


£ 


he fill, 
May all loyal Souls act the Man of the Mill, 


SONG CLVII. 
By the Earl of RochEs TER. 


1 Y dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, 
Soft as thoſe kind Looks ſhe gave me, 

When with Love's reſiftleſs Art, 
And her Eyes ſhe did enſlave me: 
But her Conſtancy's ſo weak, 

She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous Heart would break 

Should we live one Day aſunder. 


| Melting Joys about her move, 


Wounding Pleaſures, killing Bliſſes, 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
| And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes; 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder, 


But my jealous Heart would break 


Should we live one Day aſunder. 
SONG 
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 $0NG CLIX 
In As YOU LIKE Ir. 


HEN Daiſies py'd, and Vi'lets blue, 
| And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, 
And Lady-ſmocks all filver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 

The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 

Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear; 

Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, | 
And merry Larks are Ploughmen's Clocks; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, *© 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks; 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men; for thus ſings he; 
Cuckow! Cuckow! oh! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear; 

. Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


SONG CLX. 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall, n Love IX a VILLAGE. 


A Plague of thoſe Wenches ! they make ſuch a 
Pother, | 
When once they have let'n a Man have his Will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his Carriage. 
What thof he ſpeak e'm ne'er-ſo fairly, 
| H 3 Still 
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Still they keep teazing, teazing on 3 
You cannot perſuade * Se. - 
Till Promiſe you ve made em; 


And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you—ad rot it! 
Their Characters blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone: 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one Cure, > 
And all their TO + is of Marriage. 


SONG CLXI. 
Sung in The Double Diſappointment, 


Herever I'm going, and all the Day long, 
Abtoad or at Home, or alone in a Throng, 
I find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your Name, when I'm filent, runs till in 
my Song. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a Kiſs of your ſweet Lips for me. 


Since the firſt Time I ſaw you I take no Repoſe; 

I fleep all the Day to forget half my Woes : 

So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro? my Clothes, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Hair for me. 


In my Conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my Grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the Petition your Lover: does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Eyes for me. 


On 


„„ "KY 

On that happy Day, when I make you my Bride, 

With a ſwinging long Sword, how I'll ſtrut and 

PII ſtride! | 

In a Coach and fix Horſes with Honey Pll ride, 

As before you I walk to the Church by your Side. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, - 
Your little white Fiſt for me. 


SONG CLæXII. 
Sung in The CHAPLET, by Mr, Vernon. 


ECLARE, my pretty Maid, 

Muſt my fond Suit miſcarry ? 

With you I'll toy, PI! kiſs and play: 4 
But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry : 

With you P'll toy, I'Il kiſs and play 

But hang me if I marry. 


Then ſpeak your Mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry : 
With you P11 toy, P11 kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry, | 
With YOu, Oc. | 


. 'Tho? Charms and Wit aſſail, 
The Stroke I well can parry : 

I love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chuſe to marry: 

I love, Sc. | 


Young Molly of the Dale 
Makes a mere Slave of Harry 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh: Swain would marry :. 
Becauſe, Dec. 5 
H 4 'Theſe 
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Theſe fix d Reſolves, my Dear, 


J to the Grave will carry; 
With you PII toy and kiſs and play; 
| But hang me if 1 marry—hang me if I many + ; 
With you Pl] toy and kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 


SONG CLxXII. 
Sung in HARLEQUIN SORCERER. 
Set by Dr. ARNE, 


gn Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, | 
With Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure advancin 8. 
To celebrate Harveſt Home: 
Tis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Store 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land ; 
Leet each Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Can and his Laſs in Has Hand: | 
| For Ceres, &C. | | 


No Courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth, | 1 
While thus we carouſe with our Sweetheart oe; 
Spouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the Fruits of che Earth, 
When Ceres bids play and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, | 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. 


SONG. 


The REASONABLE LovER. Ser by Dr. Arne. 


| Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 
For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquettes I deteft : 
May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 


— 


E 
„„ 8G N 
Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in Love IN a VILLAGE. 


ONS ! Neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a Trifle 
F 

Wnat Harm with a Fair-one to toy and to kiſs? 
The Greateit and Graveſt (a Truce with Grimace) 
Wou'd do the ſame Thing, were they in the ſame 
Place. 
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No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free z - 
To ſovereign Beauty Mankind bends the Knee : 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe; 
We all love a pretty Girl - under the Roſe. 


SONG CLXV. 


Seek not at once in a Female to find 

The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; 
Let the Fair- one I love have but Prudence in View, 
That, tho? ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true: 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mien: 
By Folly, IIl-nature, nor Vanity led, 

Nor indebted to Paint for White or for Red. 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of 
the Sex, | 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex: 


Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: 
HG 2 H 5 Go 
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|| Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 


And Pl love her for ever—lI mean, if I can, 
er. 
Sung by Mrs. Stephens, in Love in a Village. 
OW happy were my Days till now ! 
I ne'er did Sorrow feel; 


With Joy J roſe to milk my Cow, 
Or take my Spinning-wheel. 


My Heart was lighter than a Fly, 
Like any Bird I ſung, | 

Till he pretended Love, and I 
Believ d his flatt'ring Tongue. 


O! the Fool! the filly, filly Fool, 
That truſts what Man may be! 
I wiſh J was a Maid again, 

And in my own Country. 


SONG CLXVE. 


Sung by Miſs Catley, in Love in a Village. 


A Y Heart's my own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my Voice: 
No mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firft he's made my Choice. 
Let Parents rule, oy Nature's Laws, 
And Children ſtill obey z 
And is there then no ſaving Clauſe 


Againſt tyrannic Sway ? 


SONG 


f xs Þ 
SONG CLXVIII. 
Sung in the CHAPLET, by My, Vernon. 


USH about the briſk Bowl, "twill enliven the 
Heart, 
While thus we fit round on the Grass: 
The Lover, who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſa; | 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Wretch, who ſits watching his ill- boten pelt 
And Wiſhes to add to the Maſs, 

Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs: - 
Deſerves, &c. | 


The Beau, who ſo ſmart with his w2ll-powder'd 


Hair, 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, 
And thinks with Grimace to- ſubdue all the Faix, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs; 
Deſerves, &c. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam, I 


Of Cra/us the Wealth to ſurpaſs ;. _ 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at Home 

Claps the Horns of an Ox on the Als; - ik 

Claps the Horns, &c. | 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his Plea, 
With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, 

Tho' he talks to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee 3 
There you, my good Friend, are an Aſs; 
There you, &c, 


H6 Tha 
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The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry III, 
Shall laft be produc'd in this Claſs ; 

The ſick Man a while may confide in his Skill, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs ; 


But Death, &c. 


Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay, 
Buy Turns take our Bottle and Laſs ; 
For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


SONG CLXIX, 4 Paſteral Song. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser Ey Mr. Battiſhill. 


HAT Shepherd or Nymph of the Grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a * 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phhæbe no longer is here? 

My Flocks, if at Random they ſtray, 

What Wonder, if ſhe's from t , Plains ? 
Her Hand they were wont to obey : 

She rul'd both the Sheep and the Swains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 

To the Foot of yon qeighbowrng Hill, 
To the Bow'r we had built in the Shade, 

Or the River that runs by the Mill? 
'There, ſweet, by my Side as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond Stories I told, 

How ſweet was the Thruſh from the Spray, 

Or the Bleating of Lambs from the Fold ? 


How 
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How oft' wou'd I ſpy out a Charm, 
Which before had been hid from my View! 
And, while Arm was infolded in Arm, 
My Lips to her Lips, how they grew ! 
How long the ſweet Conteſt would lait ! 
Till the Hours of Retirement and Reft ; 
What Pleaſures and Pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No Changes of Place, or of Time, 

I felt when my Fair one was near; 
Alike was each Weather and Clime, 

Each Seaſon that chequer'd the Year : 
In Winter's rude Lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the Boſom of May; 
Each Morn brought Contentment and Eaſe, 

If we roſe up to Work or to Play. 


She was all my fond Wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind Gods could impart; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful Faſk, c 
The Deſpair and the Envy of Art; 
There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her Eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her Breaſt. 


SONG CLXX. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin, in The PapLock, 


EAR Heart! what a terrible Life am I led? 
A Dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and Day tis the ſame, 
My Pain is dere Game; 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead, 
OE Whate'er's 
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Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor Black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 

Above or below, 
Sirrah, come, Sirrah, go; 
Do ſo, and do ſo. | 
Oh! Oh! | 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


SONG CLAXL. 


4 favourite Song in LETHE. 
Set by Dr. Axx R. 


HE Card invites, in Crowds we fly 

| To join the jovial routful Cry ; 
What Joy—from Cares and Plagues all Day, 
To hie to the Midnight Hark-away! 
Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Griefs, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there; | 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the Midnight Hark-away. 


Uncounted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, 
And drowſy Watchmen idly knock; 
*Till Daylight peeps, we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly Hark-away. 

When tir'd with Sport, to Bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious Day with Sleep, 
To-morrow's welcome Call obey, 


And again to the Midnight Hark-away. 
b 8 O NN 
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SONG CLXXIL 
b 4 JO Song in the Eefeslan MaTRON. 
Sung at Ranelagh. H 
F I was a Wife, > | 1 
And my deareſt dear Life 9 
Took it into his Noddle to die; [8 
Ere I took the Whim | 'Y 
To be bury'd with him, 1 
I think Pd know very well why. 1 
If poignant my Grief, | | 
Fd ſearch for Relief, 1 
Nor fink with the Weight of my Care ; 1 
A Salve might be found, 1 
No Doubt, above Ground, | 1 
And I think I know very well where. i 
Another kind Mate SC. 
Should give me what Fate | 9 
Would not from the former allõẽw⁊⁊ã 
With him I'd amuſe | 9 
The Hours you abuſe, 1 
AA ee ene 1 
"Tis true I'm a Maid, | | | 
And ſo't may be ſaid, 1 
No Judge of the conjugal Lot; 1 
Yet Marriage, I ween, = 
Has a Cure for the Spleen, 1 
And I think I know very well what. "18 
$0N0 
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SONG CLXXIE. For ! 
Sung in Tax CarPRicious LOVERS, 


OR various Purpoſe ſerves the Fan, 
As thus—a decent Blind, 
Between the Sticks to peep at Man, 5 
Nor yet betray your Mind. 


Each Action has a Meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the Snap; 

A Flirt expreſſes ſtrong Diſdain, 
Conſent a gentle Tap. 


All Paſſions will the Fan diſcloſe, 
All Modes of Female Art, 

And to Advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The Hand, if not the Heart. 


*Tis Folly's Sceptre, rt deſign'd 
By Love's capricious Boy, 

Who knows how lightly all Mankind 
Are . by a Toy. 


SONG CLXXIV. 
| Cowpen Knows. 
mw at Vauxhall, New /et by Mr. Smith. 


BEN Summer comes, the Swains on T: weed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful Loves; 

Around the Ewes and Lambkins feed, 
ng Muſick fills ”_ Groves: 
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But my lov'd Song is then the Broom, 


So fair on Cowgden Knows ; 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a Bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his Oaten Reed, 2 


And won my yielding Heart ; 


No Shepherd e'er that dwelt on Taveed, 


Could play with half ſuch Art; 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The Hills and Dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide : 
Oh! how I bleſt the Sound. 


Yet more delightful is the Broom, 
So fair on Coauden Knows ; 

For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a Bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 

Not Tiviot Braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this Broom compare 

Not Yarrow Banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor Buſh aboon Traquazr. 


More pleaſing far are Coxden Knows, 
My peaceful happy Home; 

Where I was wont to milk my Ewes, 
At Eve among the Broom : 


Ye Jow'rs that haunt the Woods and Plains, 


Where Taveed and Tiviot flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of Swains, 
And my lov'd Cowaden Knows, 


SONG 


| 
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SONG CLXXV. 
Sung in the Maſk of ALFRED. 


HEN Britain firſt, at Heaven's Command, 
Aroſe from out the azure Main; 
Aroſe, Oc. 


This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 


And guardian Angels ſung the Strain; 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 


For Britons never will be Slaves, 


The Nations nat fo bleſt as thee, 


. Muſt, in their Turns, to Tyrants fall; 
Malt, 6, Fs: 
Whillt thou ſhait flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
free, 
'The Dread and Envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke ; 
More dreadful, Sc. 
As the loud Blaſt that tears the Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak. ». 
Rule; Britannia, &c. [a 


5 
WF 


Thee haughty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their Attempts to bend thee down; 
All their, c. 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, 
And work their Woe, . thy Renown. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To 
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To thu belongs the rural Reign, | 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce ſhine; 
Thy Cities, Sc. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſabject Main, 
id, And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, ' 
: Rule, Britannia, &c. , 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 

= Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; 

= Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair. 

© Bleſt Ile! with Beauties, with matchleſs Beau- 

b ties crown'd, 

And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
For ' Britons never will be Slaves. 


SON G CLXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Scott, in The Chaplet. 


Cet by Dr. Boyce. 
AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the Smart. 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to View; 
Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think *tis all our Due; 
Bids us think *tis all our Due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful Strain : 

F rowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes z 
Flatt' ry never ſues in vain : 


But 
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But too ſoon, the happy Lover 
Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive : 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 


. Fooliſh Woman to believe; 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


SONG CLXXVIL 


Sung in The Chaplet, 2) Mr. Vernon and Mrs, 


Scott. | 8 


Damon. 


5 6 all Day I will fit by your Side, 


Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the 
| cool Tide; | 
And, while the clearRiver runs purling along, 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song; 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song, 


LAURA. 


Whilſt you are but by me, no Danger I fear; 


Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may 

leaſe, | | ; 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Eaſe; 
For my Shepherd, &c. 5 


5 Damon. 
Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 


The With of each Heart, and the Theme of each 


Lay; | | 


Ne'er yield to the Swain till he make you a Wife, | 


For he who loves truly will take you for Life; 


Fot he who, Sc. 


LAURA. 


3 
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LAURA. 25 "v8 
Ye Youths, who fear nought but the Frowns of 
the Far, | 5 
Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care; 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor —_ the ſweet Creatures you're born to de- 
fend ; . 
Nor betray, c. 


DutzTrTo. 5 

For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins re- 

nown'd ET 

Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found: 

ge their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 

Jo preſerve in their Age, what they gain'd in 
their Youth ; | | 

To preſerve in their Age, what they gain'd in 
their Youth. | 


SONG clxxvm. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 


HE echoing Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad; 
To Horſe, my brave Boys, and away; . 

The Morning is up, and the Cry of the Hounds 

Upbraids our too tedious Delay : _ 

What Pleaſure we find in purſuing the Fox! 

Oi'er Hill, and o'er Valley, he flies 

Then follow ; we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza! 

The Traitor is ſeized on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at Night with the Spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, -" 
How ſweet with the Bottle and Laſs to refreſh, 


And loſe the Fatigues of the Day ! = 
With 
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Wich Sport, Love, and Wine, fickle Fortune defy 
Dull Wiſdom all Happineſs ſours : 


| Since Life is no more than a Paſſage at beſt, 


Let's Row the Way over with Flow'rs. 


SONG CLXXIX. 
Sung in the Pantomime of The ELorEU ENT. 


Mrs. ScoTT. 


OME haſte to the Wedding, ye Friends and 
ye Neighbours, 
The Lovers — Bliſs can no longer delay; 
Forget all your Sorrows, your Care, and your 
Ms. 
And let ev'ry Heart beat with. Rapture To-day: 
Ye Vot'ries all, attend to my Call, 
Come revel in Pleaſures that never can cloy. 
Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, 
Which Love and Innocence ever en joy. 


Mrs. Dorman. 


A Envy, let Pride, let Hate and Ambition, 
Still croud to, and beat at the Breaſt of the 
Great; 
To ſuch wretched Paſſions we give no Admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the Wiſe-ones of State; 
We boaſt of no Wealth, but Contentment and 
Health, 
In Mirth and in Friendſhip our Moments employ. 
Chorus. Come, ſee rural Felicity, | 
Which Love and en ever enjoy. 


Mrs. 


, 


nd 


With Reaſon we taſte of each heart-ſtirring Pleg- 


| Chorus, Come, ſee rural Felicity, 


| Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in Love in a Village. 
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Mrs. Scorr. 


ſare, 
With Reaſon we drink of the full lowing Bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within Meaſure, 
For fatal Exceſs will enſlave the free Soul. 
Duetto. Then come at our Bidding to this happy 
Wedding, . 
No Care ſhall intrude here our Bliſs annoy. 


Which Love and Innocence ever enjoy. 


$ ON G' CLXXX. 


L T gay Ones and Great 
Make the moſt of their Fate; 
From Pleaſure to Pleaſure they run : 
Well, who cares a Jot ? 
I envy them not, | 
While I have my Dog and my Gun, 


For Exerciſe, Air, 
To the Fields I repair, 
With Spirits unclouded and light : 
The Bliſſes I find, | 
No Stings leave behind, 
But Health, and Diverſion unite. 


SONG 


[ 168 J 


SONG CLXXXI. 
The ENGLISH PADTocx. 
- New ſet by Dr. AR N E. 


ISS Danae, when fair and young, 

. (As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept from Fowe's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Braſs. 


Tell us, myſterious Huſband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous? | 
Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy Wife leſs fair ? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 

That all this World of Pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is Powder, Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau, 


Be to her Virtues ever kind, 
Be to her Faults a little blind, 

Let all her Ways be unconfin'd, 
And clap your Padloc&—on her Mind. 


SONG CLXXXII. 4 Scotch Song. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
Ser by Mr. Hook. 


M Y Peggy is a young Thing 

Juſt enter'd in her Teens, 

Fair as the Day, and ſweet as May, 

Fair as the Day, and always gay: 

My Peggy is a young Thing, 
And I'm not very auld 

Yet weel I like to meet her 


At the wawking of the Fauld, 


. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly 


Whene'er we meet alane; 

I wiſh nae mair to lay my Care, 

I wiſh nae mair of a' that 's rare: 

My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 

To a' the lave Pm cauld ; 

But ſhe gars a' my Spirits glow, 
At wawking of the Fauld. 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly 
Whene'er I whiſper Love, 
That I look down on a' the Town, 
'That I look down upon a Crown : 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gives me ſic Delight 
As wawking of the Fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly 
- When on my Pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt: 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her Sangs are tauld 
With Innocence, the Wale of Senſe, 
At wawking of the Fauld. 


8 O NG CLXXXIII. Scorch Rondeau. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


2 would you know the Paſſion 
You have kindled in my Breaſt ? 
Trifling 1s the Inclination, 
That by Words can be expreſs'd: 

| mL 


F m ¾—d HS 
— AE IIa A ger mn. = 


„ 
In my Silence view the Lover, 
True Love 1s by Silence ſhown, 
In my Eyes you'll beſt diſcover 
All the Power of your own. 


SONG CLXXXIV. 
. iert. 


MF Leinfter fam'd for Maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the Grace; 
Nor e'er did Lih's limpid Stream 
Reflect a fairer Face. 


Till luckleſs Love and pining Care 
Impair'd her roſy Hue, 
Her coral Lips, her damaſk Cheeks, 
And Eyes of gloſſy Blue. 


Oh! have you ſeen the Lily pale 
When beating Rains deſcend? 

So droop'd this flow-conſuming Maid 

Fer Life now near its End. 


By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring Swains 
Take heed, ye eaſy Fair! 

Of Vengeance due to broken Vows, 

Ye perjured Swains, beware! 


Three Times all in the Dead of Night, 
A Bell was heard to ring; 8 

And ſhrieking at her Window thrice, 
The Raven flapp'd her Wing. 


Too 
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Too well the love-lorn Maiden knew 
The ſolemn-boding Sound, 

And thus in dying Words beſpoke 
The Maidens weeping round. 


I hear a Voice you cannot "a 
Which ſays I muſt not ſtay ; 
I ſee a Hand you cannot lee, 
Which 9! wg me away. 


By a falſe "RY and broken Vows, 
In early Youth I die: 
Was I to blame, becauſe the Bride 
Is twice as rich as [? 


Ah, Colin, give not her thy Vowns- 
Vows due to me alone! 

Nor thou, fond Maid, receive his Kiſs, 
And think him all thy own! 


To-morrow in the Church to wed 
Impatient both prepare: 

But know, fond Maid, and know, falſe Man, 
That Lucy will be there. 


Then bear my Corſe, ye Comrades dear, 
The Bridegroom blithe to meet; 

He in his Wedding-trim fo gay, 
I in my Winding-ſheet! 


She ſpoke and dy'd, her Corſe was borne, 
The Bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in his Wedding-trim ſo gay, 
_— in her Winding-ſheet, 


1 2 Ou 


1 


I. Oh! what were perjur'd Colin's Thoughts ? 

. How were thoſe Nuptials kept ? 

Fi The Bride-men flock*d round Lucy dead, 
And all the Village wept. 


Compaſſion, Shame, Remorſe, Deſpair, 
At once his Boſom ſwell: 

The Damps of Death bedew'd his Brows, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell, 


From the vain Bride, a Bride no more, 
The varying Crimſon fled ; 

When, ſtretch'd beſide her Rival's Corſe, 
She ſaw her Huſband dead. 


He to his Lucy's new-made Grave, 
Convey'd by trembling Swains, 
One Mould with her, beneath one Sod, 

For ever now remains. 


Oft at this Place the conſtant Hind 
And plighted Maid are ſeen : 

With Garlands gay, and true love Knots 
They deck the ſacred Green. 


But, Swain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallowed Spot forbear ! 
Remember Co/iz's dreadful Fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


SONG 


1 


SON G UK 
Þ Mr. HAMILTOX. 


H! the Shepherd's mournful Fate ! 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to lan- 
| guiſh, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's Hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguith. 
Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My ſecret Soul diſcover, 
While Rapture trembling thro' my ou 
Reveals how much I love her. 


The tender Glance, the redd'ning Cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing Bluſhes, 

A thouſand various Ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various Wiſhes. 

For oh ! that Form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 

That artleſs Plum, and modeſt Air, | 
So artfully beguiling ! 


Thy every Look, and every Grace 
So charms whene'er I view thee, 
Till Death o'ertake me in the Chaſe 

Still will my Hopes purſue thee : 

Then when my tedious Hours are 188 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, 

Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in Sight of Heaven. 


T ; BE. 


1 
SON G CLXXXVI. 
8 when you ſee me fly 


Let not this your Fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhy 
Out of Love as out of Hate; 
When from you I fly away, 
It 1s becauſe I dare not ſtay. 


Did ] out of Hatred run 
Leſs you'd be my Pain and Care; 
But the Youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a Trial bear? 
Who that ſuch a Swain did ſee 
Who could love and fiy like me? 


Cruel Duty bids me go, 

Gentle Love commands me ſay ; ; 
'Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe, N 
Shall I this or that obey ? | 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, and this beguiles. 


Ever by theſe cryſtal Streams 
I could fit and hear thee ſigh, 
Raviſh'd with theſe pleaſing "IM 
O *tis worſe than Death to fly: 
But the Danger is ſo great 
Fear gives Wings, inſtead of Hate. 


Strepbon, if you love me, leave me, 
If you ſtay I am undone; 
Oh! with Eaſe you may deceive me, 
Pry thee charming Swain be gone, 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part, 


That has my but you my Heart. 
SONG 
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SONG CLXXXVII. 
* Mr. OTwar. 


ou E all ye Vouths whoſe Hearts eber bled, 
By cruel Beauty's Pride; 

Bring each a Garland on his Head, 

Let none his Sorrows hide: 

But Hand in Hand around me move, 

Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Love; 

And ſee, When your Complaints ye join, 

If all your Wrongs can equal mine. 


The happieſt Mortal once was I, 
My Heart no Sorrows knew; 
Pity the Pain with which J die, 
But aſk not whence it grew: 
Vet if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very 1 very kind, 
Tho' bright as Heaven whoſe Stamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snares. 


SONG CLXxXxXVII. 
By Dr. PERCY. 


Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting Town ; 
Can filent Glens have Charms for thee, 
The lowly Cot and ruſſet Gown ? 
No longer dreſt in ſilken Sheen, 
No — er deck'd with Jewels rare, 
Say, can” "it thou quit each courtly Scene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair? 


I 4 O Nancy! 


1 


O Nancy ! when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a Wiſh behind? 
Say, can't thou face the parching Ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wintry Wind ? 

O can that ſoft and gentle Mien 
Extremes of Hardſhip learn to bear, 
Nor ſad regret each courtly Scene, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair ? 
| 


O Nancy ! canſt thou love fo true, 
Thro' Perils keen with me to go, 
Or when thy Swain Miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the Pang of Woe ? 
Say, ſhould Diſeaſe or Pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the Nurſe's Care, 
Nor wiſtful thoſe gay Scenes recal ; 
Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair ? 


And when at laſt thy Love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting Breath ? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling Sigh, 
And cheer with Smiles the Bed of Death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs Clay 
Strew Flowers and drop the tender Tear 
Nor then regret thoſe Scenes ſo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair ? 


SONG CLXXXIX, 
By Lady M. W. MonTacus. 


EAR Colin prevent my warm Bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain? 
My Eyes have oft told you my Wiſhes, 
O! can't you their Meaning explain? 


1 

We 
= - My 

. * 


„„ 


My Paſſion would loſe by Expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion, 

Of what 1s too tender to name. 


Since yours is the Province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 

Our Wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be. 


Then quickly why don't you diſcover? 

Did your Heart feel ſuch Torturss as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over 
What J in my Boſom confine, 


SONG CXC. 


ELIA, hoard thy Charms no more, 
Beauty's like the Mifer's Treaſure ; 
Still the vain Poſſeſſor's poor, 
What are Riches without Pleaſure ? 
Endleſs Pains the Miſer takes 
To increaſe his Heaps of Money, 
Lab'ring Bees his Pattern makes 
Yet he fears to taſte his Honey. 


Views with aching Eyes his Store, 
Trembling leſt he chance to loſe it, 
Pining ſtill tor want of more, 
Tho? the Wretch wants Power to uſe it. 
Celia, thus with endleſs Arts 
Spends her Days, her Charms improving, 
Lab'ring ſtill to conquer Hearts, W 
Yet ne'er taſtes the Sweets of loving. 


15 Views 
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Views with Pride her Shape and Face, 
Fancying ſtill ſhe's under Twenty; 
Age brings Wrinkles on apace, 
While ſhe ſtarves with all her Plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find 
Time their Idol from them ſever, 


He muſt leave his Gold behind, 
Lock'd within his Grave for ever. 


Celia's Fate will ſtill be worſe, 
When her fading Charms deceive her, 
Vain Defire will be her Curſe 
When no Mortal will relieve her. 
Celia, hoard thy Charms no more, 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure, 
Taſte a little of thy Store; 
What is Beauty — Pleaſure? 


SONG CXCL 
ii All Ronin Gray. 
HE Sheep were in the Fold, and the Cows 


i 
| were all at home, 

. — all the weary World to Reſt was gone, 

it When the Woes of my Heart brought the Tear 
0 in mine E'e, 

While my Good-man lay ſound by me. 


Voung Jamie lov'd me well, and he ſought me for 
his Bride, 

He had but a Crown, he had no more beſide; 

To 3 the Crown a Pound, young Jamie went 
to Sea, 

And the Crown, and the Pound, they were both 
for me. 


He 


1 


He had na been gone but a Year and a Day, 
When my Father broke his Arm, and our Cow 
was ſtole awa 
When my Mother he fell lick, and my Jamie at 
the Sea, 
And auld Robin Gray came wooing to me. 


My Father could na work, and my Mother cou'd 

na ſpin, | 

I toiled Night and Day, but their Bread I could 
na win; 

Auld Rob maintain'd them both, and, with Tears 

= in his E'e, 

Said, Jenny, for their Sakes, oh! marry me.“ 


My Heart it ſaid no, and I wiſh'd for Jamie back, 
But the Wind it blew ſore, and his Ship it prov'd 
| a Wreck ; 
His Ship prov'd a Wreck : ah! why dich not Jenny 
dee ? 
Why was ſhe left to cry——* Ah, woe is me!“ 


My Father argu'd ſore; though my Mother did 

na ſpeak, 

She look'd in my Face till my Heart was fit to 
break; 

80 auld Robin got my Hand but my Heart was in 

the Sea, 

——And now Robin Gray is Good-man to me. 


I had na been a Wife but of Weeks only four, 
When ſitting right mournfully out at my Door, 

I ſaw my Jamie s Ghoſt, for I could nathink*twas he, 
Till he ſaid, 4+ Jenny, Pm come home to marry , 


thee,” | 
I 6 | . Sore 
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Sore did we weep, and little did we ſay, 


I wiſh I was dead, but I am not like to dee, 


And, oh! I am young to cry—** Ah, woe is me !” 


I gang like a Ghoſt, and Ido not care to ſpin, 

I woe think on Jamie, but that would be a 
in; | 

I muſt e'en do my beſt a good Wife to be, 

For auld Robin Gray has been kind to me. 


8s ON G CXCIE 
The Mulberry Tree. Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


EnxoLD this fair Goblet, *twas carv'd from 


the Tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee ; 

As a Relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy Shrine, 
What comes from thy Hand muſt be ever divine, 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry Tree ; 

Bend to thee : 
Bleſs'd Mulberry; 
Matchleſs was he 
| That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhalt be, 


Ye Trees of the Foreſt ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your Branches, whoſe Heads 
| ſweep the Sky; 

Ye curious Exotics, whom 'Taſte has brought here, 

To root out the Natives at Prices ſo dear : 


All ſhall yield, Sc. | 
; : The 


We took but one Kiſs—and we tore ourſelves away; 


4 
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The Oak is held royal, is Britain s great Boaſt, 
3 Preſerv'd once our King, and will always our Coaſt: 
Of the Fir we make Ships; there are Thouſands 
2 that fight, | 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare et can write. 
All ſhall yield, c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle Bow'rs, 
Pomona in Fruit-trees, and Flora in Flow'rs ; 
The Garden of Shake/peare all Fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of Flow'rs, and the faireſt of 

| Frank. 

„5 ſhall yield, &c. 


3 
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With Learning and Knowledge the well-letter'd 
| Birch 

Supplies Law and Phyſic, and Grace forthe Church; 

But Law and the Goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

He gives the beſt Phyſic for _ and Mind, 


All ſhall yield, & e. 9 

wh 

The Fame of the Patron gives » Fame to the Tree; : 
From him and his Merits this takes its Degree: In 
Give Phebus and Bacchus their Laurel and Vine, [ 
The Tree of our Shate/peare is ſtill more divine. 8 
All ſhall yield, &c. 1 


As the Genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
Day, 

More Rapture than Wine to the Heart can convey; 

So the Tree which he planted, by making his own, 

Has the Laurel and Bays, and the Vine all in one. 

All ſhall yield, Cc. 


Then 
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Then each take a Relic of this hollow Tree, 
From Folly and Faſhion a Charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the Planter the Cup to the Brim, 


To honour your Country, do Honour to him, 
| All ſhall yo Sc. 


SONG cx. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Maid of the Mill, 


ITH the Man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 
dwell, 
On a Mountain, a Moor, in a Cot, in a Cell; 
Retreats the-moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than Courts or a Palace to me. 


Let che Vain and the Venal in Wedlock aſpire, 
To what Folly eſteems, and the Vulgar admire; 
I yield them the Bliſs where their Wiſhes are plac'd; 
Inſenſible Creatures! *tis all they can taſte. 


? make do Aba ta r te CEE Bt ae RES N 
EE EE ES EE ee ee eo ent ans * 


8 2 N G cxcrv. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
O H! had I been by Fate decreed 
Some humble cottage Swain, 
In fair Reo/etta's Sight to feed 
My Flocks upon the Plain; . 
What Bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know; 1 
Ye envious Pow'rs ! why have ye plac'd N 


My fair One's Lot ſo low ? 


SONG 
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SONG CXCV. 
Sung ” Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village, 


INCE Hedge proves 3 no further 
8 T11 ſeek, 


But go up to Town in the Waggon next Week: 
| A Service in London 1s no ſuch Diſgrace, 
o And Regiſter's Office will get me a Place. 


B Blaſim went there, and ſoon met with 2 
Friend ; 
Folks ſay, in her Silks he's now. landing an End: 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame Maxim purſue, 
And better my Fortune, as other Girls do? 


Wo we 


SONG CXCl. 


"_ by * Vernon, iz Cymon. 


V OU gave me laſt Week a young * 
Shut up in a fine golden Cage; 
Vet how ſad the poor Thing was within ** 
Oh how did it flutter an rage! 
Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 
That his Wings were confin'd, 
Till I open'd the Door of his Den; 
Then ſo merry was he, 8 
And becauſe he was free, 


He came to his Cage back again. 
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SONG CXCVI. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally. 
Ser by Dr. ARNE. 


L HE May-day of Life is for Pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and Show ; 

Then why will you waſte ſuch a Treaſure 

In fighing, and crying —Heigho ? 


Let's copy the Bird in the Meadows, 
By her's tune your Pipe when 'tis low; 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never fit crying—Heigho ! 


Though, when in the Arms of a Lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I know, 

That, ere all our toying is over, 

We cannot help crying —Heigho! 


In Age ev'ry one a new Part takes; 
I find to my Sorrow tis ſo : 
When old, you may cry till your Heart aches, 
And no one will mind you—Heigho! 


S ON G CXCVII. 
GenTEezs Damon, Zy the QUEEN. 


ENTEEL is my Damon, engaging his Air, 
His Face, like the Morn, is both ruddy and 
fa, 
Soft Love fits enthron'd in the Beam of his Eyes, 
He's manly yet tender, he's fond and yet wiſe. 


He's 
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He's ever good humour'd, he's gen'rous and gay, 
lis Preſence can always drive Sorrow away: 

No Vanity ſways him, no Folly is ſeen, 

But open his Temper, and noble his Mien. 


By Virtue illumin'd his Actions appear, 
is Paſſions are calm, and his Reaſon is clear: 
An affable Sweetneſs attends on his Speech, 
He's willing to learn, tho' he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me—his Word L'Il believe; 
For his Heart is too honeſt to let him deceive; 
Then blame me, ye Fair ones, if juſtly ye can, 

| Since the Picture I've drawn is exactly the Man. 


SONG. CXCIX. 


Sung by Mr. VERNON. Ser by Dr. Ax x E. 


E Ladies, who drive from the Smoke of the 


Town, 
* So whimſical, frolic, and gay; | 
Ve neat country Laſſes, in clean linen Gown, 
As blithe, and as pretty as they ; 
Here Faunus invites, Pleaſure's Paths o plore, 
And Care, on his Crutches, has limp'd from the 
ET... 


Here Zephyr's light Pinions waft Odours around, 
Selected from Valley and Hill: 

The God of the Woodlands has ballow'd the 
2 Ground, 

And Health is a Tenant at Will: 

No. Lily nor Roſe in the Soil need appear, 

So freſhly they bloom in the Cheeks of the Fair. 


Here 
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Here Colin, ſhould Damon his Province invade, 
Each Obftacle ſoon may remove; 
The Clack of the Mill and the bubbling Caſcade, 
Will foften the Tale of his Love; 
Thus baffling his Rival, with Arm round her Mail, 
The Slighted becomes the dear Fav'rite at laſt. 


How ſweetly the Muſes in Harmony j join, 
To cheer the briſk Lad and his Laſs ; 
Now free-hearted Topers exult in their Wine, 
And kiſs the ſweet Lips of the Glaſs * 
Then baniſh Exceſs, which alone can deſtroy 
Theſe 1 innocent Pleaſures which Britons enjoy. 


5ONG CC. | Ronpav. 
"IN by Mrs, Weichſel, Ser by 27 Barthelemon, 


ENTLE Dawes, ceaſe to woo me, 
*Tis in vain you thus _—_—_— me, 
Sighs and Tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can change my « conſtant Heart, 
Young Philander's gen'rous Paſſion, 
Taught me firſt ſoft Inclination, 
Never ſhall your fly Perſuafion 
Make me act a treach'rous Fart. 
Gentle Damon, &c. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then, this eee 
Such perfidious Arts diſdaining, 
Let bright Honour once more reigning, 
To your Soul its Rays impart. 
. Gentle Damon, &c. 


SONG 
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* © NG Col. SUMMBR; 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Potter. 


\ TOW gay Summer's ripen'd Bloom, 
Frolicks where the Winter frown'd, 
Stretch'd upon the Banks of Broom, 
We command the Proſpect round. 
Nature in the Proſpect yields, | 
Humble Dales, and Mountains bold ; p 
| Meadows, Woodlands, Heaths; and F ields, Oh 
Yellow'd o'et with waving Gold. | 


| Linnets on the crouded Sprays, 
Chorus, and the Woodlarks riſe, - 
Soaring with a Song of Praiſe, | 
Till their Warblings reach the Skies: 
n, Painted Gardens, Grots, and Groves, 
Intermingling Shade with Light, 
Lengthen'd Viſtas, green Alcoves, 
Join to give the Soul Delight. 


1 SONG CCI. 

Sung by Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens. 

| 2c WS& 5 26,9: Boxer 7 
Set by Mr. CRA. LA Mur. 


VON Colin ſeeks my Heart to move, 

: And fighs, and talks ſo much of Love, 
(He'll hang or drown, I fear it,) 

Of Pangs, and Wounds, and pointed Darts, 
Of Cupid's Bow, and bleeding Hearts, 

: I vow I cannot bear it, 
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He ſays I'm pretty——mighty well; 
And witty too——that*s better ſtill; 
And ſenſible, I ſwear it: | 
But Words, you know, are nought but Wind; 
Unleſs he'll freely tell his Mind, 
| I vow I cannot bear it. 


The Shepherd dances blythe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his Pipe can play ; 
I own I like to hear it: 
But downcaft Looks, and Hums and Haws, 
So badly plead a Lover's Cauſe, | 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


I wiſh ſome friendly Nymph or Swain 
Would bid the baſhful Boy ſpeak plain, 
(I wonder he ſhould fear it) 
Td then take Courage, like my Sex, 
The honeſt Youth no more to vex, 
But wed him, I declare it. 


SONG CCI. 
Set by Mr. WELDON, 


E T. Ambition fire thy Mind ; 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd: 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain, 


Crowns 311 throw beneath thy Feet; 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys incireling Joys ſhall meet, 
Which Way e'er thy Fancy's led. 
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Let not Toils of Empire fright: 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are; 

Thou ſhalt only know Delight; 
All the Joy, but not the Care, 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG CCTV. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens. | 
Set by Mr. Lampe. 


HE Sun, like any Bridegroom gays 
Roſe to ſalute the Spring; 
The Flow'rets hail'd the Birth of Mays 
And Birds began to ling, 
When Damon tript it o'er the Plain, 
Dear Chloe's Heart to win; 
But at the Window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſide the Manſions where the Great, 
From glorious Feats retir'd, 
The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The Virtues they admir'd: 
Love whiſper'd then in Damon s Ear, 
And bade his Song begin; 
And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the Fair, 
In ce ſhe'd let him in, | 
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So ſweet his Song, the Maiden roſe, 
In rural plain Attire ; 

And like the genial Seaſon glows 

_ With thrilling ſoft Deſire: 

But, angry like, by Love controul'd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this Din? 

Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I ne'er would let you in. - 


The fair One in his Arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er ; 

And who with Honour in his Breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more ? 

To Church he led her, in her Prime, 

For Pleaſure void of Sin; 

And now ſhe hails the happy Time 

When firſt ſhe let him in. 


SONG CCVv. 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's-Wells. 


Dog and my Miſtreſs are both of a Kind, 


As fickle as Fancy, inconftant as Wind; 
My Dog follows ev'ry ſtrange Heel in the Streets, 
And my Miſtreſs as fond of each Fellow ſhe meets; 
Yet, in Spite of her Arts, P11 not make the leaſt 
Strife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? Life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her Conduct ſhall neꝰ er my Philoſophy teaze ; 
Her Freedom ſhall never embitter my Glee, 
One Woman's the ſame as another to me. 
So, in Spite of her Airs, I'll not make the leaſt 
Strife, | , 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' Life. 
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laugh at the Wretches who ſtu pidly pine 

For falſe-hearted Gipſeys they title divine; 

At worlt of my Love- fits no Phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the ö — or the Flaſk. 


For go Things how they will, I'II not make the 


leaſt Strife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' Life. 


The Girl that behaves with good Humour and Senſe, 
Shall ſtill to my Heart have the warmeſt Pretence; 
And for _ who would jilt me, deceive, and 
| etray, 
2 honeſter — PI1 waſh them away. 

is my final Reſolve, not to make the leaſt Strife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? Life, 


s ON G Ccvl. 
Sung by Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Signor Giardini, 


OT on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart; 
Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure 
Did I fix my youthful Heart. 


"Twas not Chloe's perfect Feature 
Did the fickle Wand'r = bind : 
Nor her Form, the Boaft of Nature, 
Twas alone her ſpotleſs Mind. 


Not on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart 3 

Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure 
D3d I fix my youthful Heart. 


Take, 
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Take, ye Swains, the real Blefling 
That will Joys for Life enſure ; 


The virtuous Mind alone poſſeſſing, 
Will your laſting Bliſs ſecure. 


Not on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart; 

Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure 
Did J fix my youthful Heart. 


SONG CCI. 


A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. Pinto, at Ranelagh 


HE gaudy Tulip ſwells with Pride, 
And rears its Beauties to the Sun, 
With Heav'n-born Tints of 7r:s* BoW; 
While low the Vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the Shade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The Hand of fome rapacious Foe. 


Of Worth intrinſic, ſmall the Store 
That from the Tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing Bed : 
While hid, the Vi'let charms the more, 
Like Incenſe in its native Skies, 
When cropt to grace the Virgin-head. 


'Then think, ye Fair ones, how theſe Flow'rs 
Are wrought in Nature's various Robe : 
Where Pride declines, and Merit thrives, 
Your virgin Dignity o'er-pow'rs | 
The Heroes of the conquer'd Globe: 
But ſweet Compliance makes ye Wives. 


SONG 
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SONG CCVII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens, 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. 


5 AINST the deſtructive Wiles of Man, 
Your Hearts, ye fair Ones, guard; 

Their only Study's to trepan, 
And play a Trickſter's Card: 

With ſtrange Delight, poor Girls they ſlight, 
Amuſe, cajole, belle : 

Hence, Girls ! beware—look ſharp—take Cares 4 
For Men are wond'rous fly. 


That Proteus Man, like him of old, 
A thouſand Forms will take ; 
His venal Soul 1s all for Gold, 
A Crocodile, or Snake. 
See his dire Thread! this Spider f. pread 
To catch the female Fly : 
Hence, Girls! beware—look ſharp—take Care; 
- For Men are wond'rous ſly, 


A Porcupine, with Rage inſpir'd, 
At Nymphs he darts his Quills; 
A Baſiliſc, by Frenzy fir'd, 
His Glance by Poiſon kills: _ 
With fraudful Arts he fteals their Hearts, 
Then throws the Baubles by: 
Hence, Girls! beware—look Da Care; z 
For Men are wond'rous fly, 
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Was the whole Race of Men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading Plain, 
Of Conftancy, of Faith to treat, 
And Virtue's ſpotleſs Train; 
To find a Youth renown'd for Truth, 
Whole Ages we might try : 
Hence, Girls ! beware—look ſharp—take Care; 
For Men are wond'rous fly. a 


SONG CCIX. Yovune Col ix. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 


OUNG Colin was the bonnieſt Swain, 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry Plain, 
Or danc'd upon the Lee: | 
The wanton Kid, in gameſome Round, 
That frolicks o'er the flow'ry Ground, 
Was not ſo blythe as he. 


Beneath the Oak, in yonder Vale, 

You'd think you heard the Nightingale, 
Whene'er he rais'd his Voice: 

But, ah! the Youth was all Deceit, 

His Vows, his Oaths, were all a Cheat, 
And Choice ſucceeded Choice. 


The Maidens ſung, in Willow-groves, 
Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd Loves; 
Here Jenny told her Woes: 
And Moggy's Tears increas'd the Brook, 
Whoie Cheeks like dying Lilies look, 
Ih! hat once out-bluſh'd the Roſe. 


Unhappy Fair, my Words believe, 
So ſha.l your Swain your Hopes deceive, 


And 


E 


And leave you to Deſpair: 
Ere he diſcloſe his fickle Mind, 
Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah! you'll find 
___ Falſe Colius every where. 


SO NG CCX. The SurentrDEss. 
Set by Dr. ARNE. 


1 Seek my Shepherd, gone aſtray; 

He left our Cot the other Day: 
Tell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel through your Plains ? 
Oh! whither, whither muſt I roam 
Io find, and charm the Wand'rer home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 

Or joys he in the Mountain-ſcene ? 
Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 

Or does he ſeek the cooler Shade? 

Oh! teach a wretched Nymph the Way 

To find her Lover gone aſtray, | 


To paint, ye Maids, my truant Swain; 
A manly Softneſs crowns his Mein; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair ; 

And when he talks, 'tis Heav'n to hear! 
But oh! the ſoothing Poiſon ſhun ; 

To liften 1s to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no Time ſhall quench his Flame; 
To me the Perjur'd ſwore the ſame; 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, * 
Who gave my Heart an eaſy Prize, 
And when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by Choice. 
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But ſated now, he ſhuns the Kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt Bliſs; 
Whilſt I with fiercer Paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his Return. 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying Love? 


8 


SONG CCXI. The Moxxinc. . 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


| HE glitt'ring Sun begins to riſe 

On yonder Hill, and paints the Skies; 
The Lark his warbling Matin ſings ; 
Each Flow'r in all its Beauty ſprings s 
'The Village up, the Shepherd tries 
His Pipe, and to the Woodland hies. 


po 


Oh! that on th' enamel'd Green 


My Delia, lovely Maid, were ſeen, 


Freſher than the Roſe's Bloom, 
Sweeter than the Mead's Perfume. 


Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away, 
To Delia's Ear the tender Notes convey : 

As ſome lone Turtle his loſt Love deplores, 
And with ſhrill Echoes fills the ſounding Shores, 
So I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs Plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 


Go, 2 Gales, and bear my Sighs along: 
The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their Ev'ning Song, 
The Vinds to blow, the waving Woods to move, 
And streams to murmur, ere ceaſe to love. 


Not 


= Sleep has clos'd theſe watchtul Eyes 
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Not bubblipg F ountains to the thirſty Swain, 
Nor balmy Sleep to Lab'rers ſpent with Pain, 

Nor Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy Sight to me. 


SONG ccxil. 
VaLENTINE's-D AT. Ser by Dr. AR NE. 


HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, 
And Dew-drops gliſten'd on the Thorn; 

When Skylarks tun'd their Carrols ſweet, 

To hail the God of Light and Heat; 

Philander, from his downy Bed, 

To fair Liſetta's Chamber ſped, 

Crying—Awake, ſweet Love of mine, 

I'm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft Love, that balmy Sleep deniess - 
Had long unveiPd her brilliant Eyes, 
Which (that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in Beauty's Trap, 
Like Phabus into Ferit Lap, 

And near forgot that his Deſign, 

Was but to be her Valentine. . 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—T am undone, 
Philander, charming Youth, be gone! 
For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, 
Make Virtue, not your Love appear: 


(Forgive the ſimple fond Diſguiſe ;) 
To generous 'Thoughts, your Heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


K 3 The 


= 


ET Vs brutal Paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair Honour govern'd in its Stead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting Sun, 

To join two virtuous Hearts in one; 

| T heir beauteous Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual Love; 

And, from that Hour to Life's Decline, 
She bleſs'd the Day of Valentine. 
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SON G CCXIII. 


Cures for the VAPO URS. 
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Suns at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 


” HY will Delia thus retire, | 
And languiſh all her Life away! 
While the fighing Crowd admire, 
*Tis too ſoon for Hurtſhorn Tea, 
*T1s too ſoon for Hartſhorn Tea. 
All thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting 
Cannot Damon's Life reſtore ; 
Long ago the Worms have eat him ; 
You can never ſee him more, 
You can never ſee him more, 


Long ago, &c. 


Once again conſult your Toilette, 
In the Glaſs your Face review; 

So much Weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no Spring your Charms renew, 
And no, Oc. 

I, like you, was born a Woman, 
Well I know what Vapours mean ; 

The Diſeaſe, alas! is common; 

Single, we have all the Spleen, 
Single, Oc. All 
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1 199 ] 
All the Morals that they tell us, 


Never cur'd the Sorrow yet : 
Chuſe, among the pretty Fellows, 
One of Humour, Youth and Wit, 
One of, SW. 
Prithee hear him ev'ry Morning, 
At the leaſt an Hour or two ; 
Once again at Night returning, 
— ] believe the Doſe will do, 
l believe the Doſe will do. 
Once again at Night returning, 
— I believe the Doſe will do. 


SONG CCXIV. 
CETLIA's Complaint. Set by Dr. Arne. 


"7 HAT Cadneſs reigns over the Plain! 
How droop the ſweet Flowrets around ! 

How penſive each Nymph and each Swain! 
Ho filent each muſical Sound! 

No more the ſoft Lute, in the Bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool Ev'nings away; 

Sad Sighs meaſure out the long Hours, 

Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh ! he was our Village's Pride, 
This Change from his Abſence is ſeen; 
"Twas he that our Muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the Green : 
At Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry Feaſt in the Year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 
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Ah! why did he venture from Home, 
To mix among hoſtile Alarms? 
No Juſtice oblig*d him to roam, | 
Or take up thoſe terrible Arms : 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of Life, and of Limb; 
The Country had Soldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the Adventurer goes, 
On Land or the dangerous Main, 


Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, 


And give him to Celia again, 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 

My true Love in Safety reſtore; 
I'll ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, 

From my Arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG CCXV. Caoss een 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his Love miſcarry. 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Whilit Mary flights his Paſſion : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 
Of human inclination, 


Moll gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'rs, 
Which he, in am'rous Folly, 

Confign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Molly. 


Thus 
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Thus all by Turns are woo'd and woo, 
No Turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the Object they purſue, 
But hates the kind Purſuer. 


As much as Mary T homas grieves, 

Proud Hal deſpifes Mary ; 

And all the Flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 

If one of all the Four has frown'd, 

 _ You ne'er ſaw People grummer; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 

And all are in good Humour. 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſb Nation; 

How much *tis every one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation. 

And ftill, through Life, this Rule purſue, 

Whatever Objects ſtrike you, — 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 


SONG CCXVI. Sung in The CHAPLET. 
AT Med'cine can ſoften the Boſom's 


keen Smart? 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain ? | 
What Cure can be met with to ſoothe the fond 


Heart, 
That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain ? 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green ! 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a Sigh, 

Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen, 
K 5 When 


3 f 20e J 
When to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingales moan 
In Accents ſo; piercing and clear; 


You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a Groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A Garland of Willow my Temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, yeNymphs from yon Grove ; 

For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laure betray'd, 
And Damon pretended to love. | 


SONG CCXVIL. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, in the ChaPILET. 


I vain I try my ev'ry Art, 

Nor can I fix one ſingle Heart, 

Vet I'm not old nor ugly; 

Let me conſult my faithful Glaſs — | 

A Face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmugly. 


Yet bleſt with all theſe pow'rful Charms, 
The young Palemon fled theſe Arms, 
That wild unthinking Rover : 
Hope, filly Maids, as ſure to bind 
The rolling Stream, the flying Wind, 
As fix a rambling Lover. 


But hamper'd in the Marriage-nooſe, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
: And make a mighty Riot: 
Like Madmen, how they rave and ſwear ! 
A while they ſhake their Chains, and ſtare— 
But then he down in quiet. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXVII. 


Sung by Mrs. Cibber, in The Oracle. 


T7 OULD you with her you love be bleſt, 
Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind, 


Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenfible, and blind: 
But when with gentle Looks you meet, 
And lee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe, 
Be filent, loving, and diſcreet ; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the Maid fincere, 
Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenfible, or blind: 
Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguile ; 
'Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs mult impart; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, 

That ſtill entraps all Womankind ; 

Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take Care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind: 

But ſhould ſome fond deſerving Youth | 
Agree to join in Hymen's Lies, 

Be tender, conſtant, crown his Truth; 
The Oracle no more implies. 
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SONG CCXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


YRrTILLA demanding the Aid of my Pen, 
To tell what of her were the Thoughts of 
the Men, 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my Tune, 
And write Panegyrics as well as Lampoon: 


With Candour deſcribing the Woman ] ſee, 


WhenlT fieal from my Glaſs, to Myrtilla and Tea. 


If theEyes ſweet Employ to the Soul give Delight, 
And Beauty's an Object engaging to Sight ; 

How kind is my fair One, whole Studies confeſs, 
Her Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dreſs ! 
Tho? oft in the Structure, miſtaking the Plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give Pleaſure to 
Man. : 


When I hear her ſweet Voice in its natural Key, 
Her good-humour'd Prattle is Muſic to me; 

Her Kiſs would ſoon make the dull Hermit forego 
His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven below; 
But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 
Her Words are butDiſcord, her Kiſſes are cold. 


Like Dew to the Flowers is Love to Mankind; 
Each Senſe's Enjoyment in Woman we find, 
Unleſs Affectation, that Bane to the Fair, 
Unfetters the Heart they attempt to enſnare ; 
Let Nature the Science of pleaſing direct, 

A Charm 1ll-diſplay'd ſoon becomes a Defect. 


SONG 


i 
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SONG CCXX. 
Sung in the Maſque of ALFRED. 


Unleſs, ſince my Shepherd is gont, 
You ceaſe, like poor Ph/l:s to ſing 

Each Flower declines its ſweet Head, 
Nor Odours around me will throw, 


While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead 


Seems kindly to pity my Woe. 


Each rural Amuſement I try, 
In vain to reſtore my paſt. Eaſe; 


What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 


Has now loſt the Power to pleaſe :; 


Ye Seaſons that brighten the Grove, 


Not long for your Abſence we mourn ; 
But Strephon neglects me and Love, 
He roves and will never return. 


As gay as the Spring is my Dear, 
And ſweet as all Flowers combin'd; 
His Smiles, like the Summer, can cheez, 
Ah! why then, like Winter, unkind ? 
Unkind he 1s not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes Love, 


And only is cruel to _ 


SONG CCXXIL. 


He haſte, Amelia, gentle Fair, 


To ſoft Ear Gales ; | 
From Smoke to ſmiling Skies repair, 
And ſun-Jlumin'd Vale: 


| E Warblers, while Strephon J mourn, 
To cheer me your Harmony bring; 
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No Sighs, no Murmurs, haunt the Grove, 
But Bleſſings crown the Plains; | 

Here calm Contentment, heav'n-born Maid, 
And Peace, the Cherub, reigns. 


"4 0 
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O come ! for thee the Roſes bloom, 
The deep Carnation grows; 

For thee ſweet Vi lets breathe Perfume, 
The white-rob'd Lily blows ; | 
For thee their Streams the Natads roll, 

The daified Hills are gay, | 
Where (Emblems of Amelia's Soul) 
The ſpotleſs Lambkins play. 


From Vale to Vale the Zephyrs rove, 
To rob th'unfolding Flow'rs ; 

And Muſic melts in ev'ry Grove, 

To charm thy rural Hours; 

The warbling Lark, high-poiz'd in Air, 
Exerting all his Pride, 

Will ftrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes all beſide. 
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SONG CCXXIL. Love's Elzcy. 
| Set by Mr. Rattiſhill. 


AREWELL, Janthe, faithleſs Maid, 
| Source of my Grief and Pain ; 

Who with fond Hopes my Heart betray'd, 
And fann'd Love's kindling Flame, 
Verge from me thy Hand, this Morn, 

'0 Corydor's rich Heir, 
Who with gay Veitments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous Fair. 


Adieu, 
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Adieu, my native Soil; ye Vales, 
High Woods, and tufted Hills: 
Adieu, ye Groves and flow'ry Dales, 
Clear Streams and cryſtal Rills : 
Adieu; ye bring into my Mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy Days, 
When 1phzs found Janthe Lind. 
And Pleaſure ſtrew'd his Ways. 


Ere Dawn my homely Steps PII bend, 
Where diſtant Mountains rife, 

In hopes that Reaſon there may ſend 
That Aid ſhe here denies ; 

That Time and Abſence may efface 
Her Image from my Breaſt, 

Which, while ſhe there maintains aPlace, 

Can never taſte of Reſt. 


SONG CCXXII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Comvs. 


REeciTATIVE. 
HY gentle was my Damon's Air! 
Like ſunny Beams his golden Hair; 
His Voice was like the Nightingale's, 
More ſweet his Breath than flowry Vales: 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign! 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 
How hard, c. WE 
: | A I Re 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
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The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain; ES 
The Hills, Oc. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled; 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops its Head; 

All Nature does my Loſs deplore : 

All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 

Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain ; 

All, all, &c. 


SONG CCXXIV, Sung in Comus. 


HE wanton God, who pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine, 
Roſy Wine, roſy Wine, 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 


Farewell Lovers when they're cloy'd, 

If J am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd ; 
Sure the ſqusamiſh Fops are free 

To rid me of dull Company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 

To rid me of dull Company. | 
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They have Charms, whilſt mine can n pleaſe ; 3 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe: 

No jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 

Nor Kaithleſ Vows ſhall break my Reſt 3 
Break my Reft, break my Ret ; 

Nor mn Vows thall break my Reſt. 


Why 
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Why ſhould they ere give me Pain, 
Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 

All I hope of mortal Man 

Is to love me while he can; 
While he can, while. he can, 

Is to love me while he can. 


SONG CCXXV. Sung at Vauxhall. 


IN CE Ferry thinks mean her Heart's Love 

to deny, | | 

And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by; _ 
I will own, without bluſhing, were all the World 


by, | 
That Willh's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
That Willhy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 


He brought me a Wreath which his Hand did 
compoſe, | . 
Where the dale-loving Lily was twin'd with the 
Roſe 3 | 4 » 
Young Myrtle in Sprigs did the Border incloſe, 
And Wi!ly's the Lad, the Lad for me, Y 
And Willys, &c. 


By Myrtle, ſaid he, is my Paſſion expreſs'd ; 
TheRoſe, like your Lips, in Vermilion is dreſs'd: 
And the Lily, for Whiteneſs, would vie with 
your Breaſt, 
And Vilh's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Will's, &c. 


Theſe Ribbands of mine were his Gifts at the Fair, 
My Mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, be- 
ware! | 


But d'ye think J regard her? Not E I declare. 
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And Willys the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. | 


Beneath a tall Beech, and reclin'd on his Crook, 

I ſaw my young Shepherd; how ſweet was his 
Look ! | 

He aſk'd for one Kiſs, but an Hundred he took. 

And Wih's the Lad, the Lad for me, 

And Willys, &c. 


Then what can I do, O inſtruct me, ye Maids, 
When a Lover, ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
Whoſe Silence as much as his Language perſuades, 
And Willh's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Viliys the Lad, the Lad for me. 


SONG CCXXVL. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Howard. 


HE new-flown Birds the Shepherds fing, 
4 Ard welcome in the May; 
Come, Paſtorella, now the Spring 
| Makes ev'ry Landſkip gay; 
Wide ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade 
_ Ofer half the Plain extend, 
Or, in reflecting Fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend; 
Or, in reflecting Fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend. 


Come, taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
And bleſs the riſing Year ; 85 
Oh! how my Soul grows ſick of Time, 
| Till thou, my Love, appear! 


| Ent | Then 


t } 


Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauty's ſhine, 

When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine, 
When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 

And intermix, Sc. 


For thee, of Doves a milk-white Pair 
| In filken Bands I hold; 
For thee a firſtling Lambkin fair 

I keep within the Fold: 
If milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, 

Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 

Be offer'd up with theſe, | 
My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 

e offer'd up with theſe, 


SONG CC XXVII. MrrTILLA. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser by Mr. Howard. 


d'4 E cheerful Virgins, have ye ſeen 

My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, 
To Roſe or Jaſmin Bow'r ? 

To Roſe or Jaſmin Bow'r ? 


Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade Þ 


For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r, 
Sweet as the May-born Flow'r. 


Her Cheeks are like the maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lily as it grows, 

Where each in Sweetneſs vie, 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie; 


For their Country they arm, their Religion and 
Queen. 25 

How glorious their Ardour to lay down their Lives 

In Defence of their Freedom, their Children and 
Wives! | 


Ye Tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How ſhe guards all our Shores, and protects all 
| our Fields. | 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, | 
She's the Queen ol our Mirth, and the Joy of our 
Song. 


1 


Like Dew-drops glitt'ring in the Morn, 

When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring Thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 


Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, V. 
That warbles chearful on the Spray, = 
To ha1l the vernal Beam, 
To hail the vernai Beam. 
Her Heart 1s blither than her Song ; 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding >tr{am, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 


SONG CCXXVII. 
Sung in Eliza, an Engliſh Opera.. 
I'TH Swords on their Thighs the bold Yeo. 


men are ſeen, wy 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful Strain, 
Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Man, 
Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band 

Shall drive each Invader far out of the Land. 


SQNG 


„ 
SONG CCXXIX, 


Mitten & Wm. Whitehead, /i; Poet Laureate 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me: 
Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; 
Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, , 
Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her Air, for ſure in that 
Ihhere's nothing more than common; 
And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman: | 
Her Voice, her Touch, might give Ak 3 
»Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm, 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together, 
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SONG CCXXX. The Sox of Dias, 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, at Covent-Garden T hear, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ITH Horns and with Hounds I wake 
| the Day, | 5 . 
And hie to my woodland Walks away ; 
I tuck up my Robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my Forehead a wexing Moon : 
I courſe the fleet Stag, unkennel the Fox, 
And chaſe the wild Goats o'er Summits of Rock:, 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce through 

the Sky, 


And Echo turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 


SONG CCXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, ig The Accompliſhed Maid, 
W HIL E her Charms my Thoughts employ, 


All is Rapture, all is Joy; 
When ſhe ſpeaks, how ſweet to hear; 


Modeſt, graceful, and ſincere, 


In her lovely Shape and Face, 
Center ev'ry Charm and Grace; 
Sure never Nymph was half ſo fair. 


Not the idle, giddy, vain, 
Nor the wanton flirting Train, 
Did my cautious Heart enſnare; 
Not their artful ſubtle Wiles, 
Nor their ſoft deluding Smiles, 
Charming Fanny triumphs there. 


SONG 
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EL cou Sun, and ſouthern Show'rs, 

| Harbingers of Birds and Flow'rs ; 
Farewell Balls and Maſquerades, 

Welcome Grots and cooling Shades; 

Blooming May approaches near, 

The lowing of the Herds we hear ; 

The fatt'ning Lambs around us bleat, 

While Daiſies ſpring beneath our Feet. 


\ 


Birds are perch'd on ev'ry Spray, 

Warbling Notes to praiſe the Day; 

A thouſand Herbs their Fragrance yield, 

And Cowſlips cover all the Field; 

Sure *tis Time that now we flee, 

London, from thy Smoak and thee ; 

Welcome Joys more pure and true, 
Drums and Routs, adieu, adieu. 


s ON G CCXXXIHL 
FLora and the Rosk. A CaN TATA. 
Sang by Miſs Wewitzer, at Vauxhall. 


HEN Flora o'er the Garden ſtray'd, 
And ev'ry blooming Sweet ſurvey'd, 
As o'er the dew dipt Flow'rs ſhe hung, 
Thus wrapt in Joy ſhe fondly ſung. 


The early Snow-drop, Primroſe pale, 
The Tulip gay, the Lily fair, 
Each Flow'r that loads the ſcented Gale 
Deſerves their Flora's tender Care, 
Deſerves their Flora's tender Care. 1 
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But none of Summer's gaudy Pride 

Such Sweetneſs breathe, or Charms diſcloſe, 
As that dear Flow'r that blooms beſide, 

None pleaſes like the bluſhing Roſe, 

As that dear Flow'r, &c. 


The balmy Zephyrs round thee play, 
And golden Suns exert their Pow'r 

To bring thy Beauties to the Day, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite Flow'r, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite Flow'r. 


A Garland gay, the Nymphs and Swains, 
May make from ev'ry Sweet that grows, 

And meaner Things may pleaſe the Plains, 
But thou art mine, thou lovely Roſe. 
And meaner Things, Sec. 


SONG CCXXXIV. 


Sung in Co MUS. Set by Dr. Arne. 
Y dimpled Brook and Fountain Brim, 
The Wood-Nymphs, deck'd with Daiſies 


trim, 
Their merry (merry) Wakes and Pallimen keep; 


What has Night to do with Sleep? 


Night has better Sweets to prove, 
Venus now wakes and wakens Love; 


Come, let us our Rites begin, 


*Tis only Day-light that makes Sin, 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXXV. 


Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, at Covent Garden 
Theatre. 


NokELie Fair, beneath yon Pine, 
On graſſy Verdure let's recline, 
And like the Morn be gay: 
See how Aurora ſmiles on Spring, 
See how the Larks ariſe and ſing, 
To hail the infant Day. 


Muſick ſhall wake the Morn—the Day * 
Shall roll unheeded as we play 

In Wiles, impell'd by Love: 
When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 
Alternate on each other's Breaſt, 

While Czp:4 guards the Grove. 


What Prince can boaſt more Happineſs 
Than I (poſſeſſing thee) poſſeſs ? 

All Care is baniſh'd hence. 
Say, Mortals, who our Deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſuperior Pleaſure lies, 

Than Love and Innocence? 


$ ON G CCXXXVI, 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranelagh, 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


HE ſmiling Morn, the blooming Sprin 
Invite the = Very Birds to _— _— 
And, while they warble on each Spray, 
Love me'ts the univerſal Lay: | 
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Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the Hour that flies, 
And in ſoft Raptures waſte the Day 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the Winter of the Year, 

And Age, Life's Winter, wall appear : 
At this thy living Bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant Shade: 
Our Taſte of Pleaſure: then is o'er, 

The feather'd Songſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks. of Endermay. 05 


Behold the Hills and Vales around, 
With lowing Herds and Flocks abound; 
The wanton Kids and friſking Lambs 
Gambol and dance about their Dams; 
The buſy Bee, with humming Noiſe, 


And all the reptile Kind rejoice : 


Let us, like them, then ſing and play, 
About the Birks of Zndermay, | 


$0 NG cecxxxvn. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


Do as I will with my Swain; 
He never-once thinks I am wrong : 


He likes none ſo well on the Plain, 


I pleaſe him ſo well with my Song. 


A Song is ihe Shepherd's Delight; 
Fe hears me with Joy all the Day; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull Night, 


That haſtens the End of my Lay. 


With 
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With Spleen and with Care once oppreſs'd, 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; 
My Voice ſet his Mind all to reſt, | 
And the Shepherd would inſtantly ſmile. 
Since when, or in Mead, or in Grove, 
By his Flocks, or the clear River Side, 
I ſing my beſt Songs to my Love, | 
And to charm him is grown all my Pride. 


No Beanty had I to endear, 
No Treaſure of Nature, or Art; 
But my Voice, which had gain'd on his Ear, 
Soon found out the Way to his Heart: 
To try if that Voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay Throng ; 
I won the rich Prize with much Eaſe, 
And my Fame's gone abroad with my Song. 


But let me not Jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my Swain; 
Enough. then for me 1s his Praiſe, 
I fing but for him the lov'd Strain, 
When Youth, Wealth and Beauty may fail, 
And your Shepherds elude all your Skill, 
Your Sweetneſs of Song may prevail, 
And gain all your Swains to your Will. 


SONG CCXXXVIIL. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 
N this ſhady bleſt Retreat, 
Pve been wiſhing for my Dear; 
Hark! I hear his welcome Feet 
Tell the lovely Charmer near. 
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*Tis the ſweet bewitching Swain, 
True to Love's appointed Hour ; 
Joy and Peace now ſmile again, | 
Love, I own thy mighty Power. [Da Capo, 


SONG CCXXXIX. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 
a TTEND, ye Nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart, 


And tell what Swain, if one there be, 
Whom Fate deſigns for Love and me. 


Let Reafon o'er his Thoughts preſide, 
Let Honour all his Actions guide: 
Stedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſolid Senſe inform his Mind, 

With pure Good- nature ſweetly join'd ; 
Sure Friend to modeſt Merit be 

The Swaln deſign'd for Love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſive Sigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye; 
Melting in Sympathy J ſee 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſordid Av'rice claim no Part 
Within his tender, gen' rous Heart; 
Oh! be that Heart from Falſhood free, 


Devoted all to Love and me- 


SONG 
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8 O0NG CCXL. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 


Set by Mr. Arnold. 


YF tis Joy to wound a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe; _ 
When his Paſſion we diſcover, - +» 
Oh how pleaſing *tis to pleaſe ! 


The Bliſs returns, and we receive 
Tranſports greater than we give. [Da Capo. 
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SONG CCXLI. 
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Apvics To PHILLIS. 


OW ſweet are the Roſes of June, 
The Pink and the Jeſſamine gay; 
But ſtrip'd of their Bloſſoms, how ſoon, 
How ſudden thoſe Sweets will decay ! 
Juſt ſuch 1s the Maid in her Prime, 
Adorn'd with the Bloom of Fifteen ; 
But robb'd of her Beauty by Time, 
No Traces of Youth can be ſeen. 
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Then, Phillis, be wiſe whilſt you may, 

To Damon's Addrefles prove kind, 
Relent, or believe what I ſay, 

Too late you will alter your Mind. 
When next the fond Youth ſhall declare 
The Paſſion which glows in his Breaſt, 
With him to the Altar repair, 

Nor longer refuſe to be bleſt. 
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May-Eve, or KATE OF ABERDEEN, 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill, and ſung at Vauxhall, 


HE Silver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly through the Night, 
'To wanton with the winding Stream, 
And kiſs reflected Light: | 
To Courts be gone, Heart-ſoothing Sleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilft I May's wakeful Vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The Nymphs and Swains expectant wait, 
In Primroſe Chaplets gay, | 
Till Morn unbars her golden Gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 
The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


T'lIl tune my Pipe to playful Notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding Grove, 

Till new-wak'd Birds diſtend their Throats, 
And hail the Maid I love: | 

At her Approach the Lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-drefs'd Green: 

Fond Birds, tis not the Morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate ef, Aberdeen. | 


Now 
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Now blitheſome o'er the dewy Mead, 
Where Elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal Dance young Shepherds lead, 
Or ſing their Love-tun'd Lay. 

Till May in Morning- Robe draws nigh, 
And claims a Virgin Queen; 

The Nymphs and Swains exulting cry, 
«© Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” | 


SONG CCXLIE. 


Set by Mr. Dubourg. 


HE Lark's ſhrill Note awakes the Morn, 
The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn; 
The yellow Harveſt, free from Spoil ; 

Rewards the happy Farmer's Toll ; 

The flowing Bowl ſucceeds the F Jail, 

O'er which he tells the jocund Tale. 


SONG CCXLIV. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 


T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſnall love thee, 

Pl aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 

With all that can 1mprove thee : 
J11 viſit oft the birken Buſh, 

Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 

Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


L 4 
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To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 


By Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain: 
There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander, 


SONG CCXLV. 
THE DiSaPPOINTMENT, 


Sung by Mr, Hudſon. _ 


E Shepherds, give Ear to my Lay 
And take no more Heed of my Sheep; 

They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my Folly reprove ; 8 

She was fair and my Paſſion begun; 
She {mil'd—and 1 could not but love; 

She is faithleſ— and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all Thought; 
Perhaps 1t was plain to foreſee, | 

That a Nymph fo compleat would be ſought 
By a Swain more engaging than me. 

Ah! Loveev'ry Hope can inſpire, 
It baniſhes Wiſdom the while; 

And the Lip of the Nym ph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a Smile. 


She 
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She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 
Ye that witneſs the Woes I endure, 
Let Reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun _ 
What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain _ 
Amid Nymphs of an higher Degree: 
It is not for me to explain 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


O ye Woods! ſpread your Branches apace, 
To your deepeſt Receſſes I fly; 

I would hide with the Beaſts of the Chace; 
I would vaniſh from ev*ry Eye. 

Yet my Reed ſhallreſound through the Grove, 
With the ſame fad Complaint it begun, 

How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithlefs, and 1 an addon. 

TEE \ * 4 
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Sung by Mis Radley, in Taz Pablddx. 
Ser by MF. Dibdin. 


AS I a Shepherd's Maid, to keep 

| On yonder Plains a Flock of Sheep; 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long Day 
My Ewes at feed, my Lambs at play: 
Or, would ſome Bird that Pity brings, 
But for a Moment lend its Wings; 

My Parents they might rave and ſcold, 
My Guardian ſtrive my Will to hold; 
Their Words are harſh, his Walls are high, 
But ſpite of all, away Id fly. 


L 5 SONG 
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SONG CCXLVIL 


Sung in MoTHER SHIPTON. 


O heal the Smart a Bee had made, 
Upon my Chloe's Face, 

Honey upon her Cheek ſhe laid, 

And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the Wound 
Imbib'd both Sweet and Smart ; 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting within my Heart. 


SONG Cc XVII. 
Written 27 Mr. SnEN STONE. 


XL 7 HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What Anguiſn I felt at my Heart! 
And I thought but it might not be ſo— 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart. 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing View, 
My Path I could ſcarcely diſcern ; 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return, 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haſted, and planted it there, 
Her Voice ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, 
So much TI her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
Tm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And 
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And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come, Shepherds, and tell of her Ways; 
I could lay down my Lite for the Swain 
Who would ſing me a Song in her Praiſe. 
While he fings, may the Maids of the 'Town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


To ſee when my Charmer goes by, 
Some Hermit peeps out of his Cell ; 
How he thinks of his Youth with a Sigh ! 
How fondly he wiſhes her well ! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool Boſom of Age 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such Softneſs will ruin the Sage. 


I've ſtole from no Flow'rets that grow, 
To deck the dear Charms I approve; 

For what can a Bloſſom beſtow, 

So ſweet, ſo delightful as Love! 
I ſing in a ruſtical Way, 

A Shepherd, and one of the 'Throng, 
Yet Hebe approves of my Lay: 

Go, Poets, and envy my Song. 


SONG CCXLIX. 
Taz Linxerts. 
S bringing Home, the other Day, 
Two Linnets I had taten,, 


The little Warblers ſeem'd to pray. 
For Liberty again: — 


L 6 Unheedful 
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Unheedful of their plaintive Notes, 
I ſung acroſs the Mead; 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing Throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing thro? the tufted Grove, 
Near which my Cottage ſtood, 

I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 

When Clora's Charms I view'd: 

I look'd, I gaz'd, I preſs'd her Stay, 
To hear my tender Tale ; 

But all in Vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my Sighs prevail, 


Soon, thro* the Wound which Love had made, 
Came Pity to my Breaſt ; 

And thus I (as Compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd Pair addreſs'd : 

Ye little Warblers, cheerful be, 

Remember not ye flew; . 

For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 

Am far more caught than you. 


SONG CCL. 


Advice To Tre LAPIES. 


E Fair, be advis'd by a Friend, 
Whoſe Counſel proceeds from the Heart, 
On Beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the Efforts of Art: 
; If a Shepherd you'd gain to your Arms, 
' Let Virtue each Action approve ; 
fl „Her Charms the fond Boſom alarms, 
W And ſoftens the Soul into Love. 


— 
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To- day be not nice as a Bride, 
To-morrow untimely ſevere ; 

Let Prudence and Truth be your Guide, 
Nor Caprice nor Folly appear : 

Unleſs you thus govern your Mind, 
And baniſh Deceit from your Breaſt, 

Too ſoon by Experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till Beauty, by Age, ſhall decay; 
Then lonely retreat to the Shade, 
And mourn the ſad Hours away: 
How deſp'rate will then be your Fate, 
How great your ſad Loſs to deplore! 
Repentance, alas! is too late, 
When the Power to charm is no more. 


SONG CCLI. 


Sung in ARTAXERXES. 


HE Soldier, tir'd of War's Alarms, 
Forſwears the Clang of hoſtile Arms, 
And ſcorns the Spear and Shield; | 
But if the brazen Trumpet ſound, 
He burns with Conqueſt to be n 
And dares again the Field. 


SONG CCL. 


wW HAT means that tender Sigh, my dear ? 
Why filent drops that cryſtal Tear? 
What 8 Fears diſturb thy Breaſt, | 


Where Love and Peace delight to reſt ; 
What 
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What tho? thy Fockey has been ſeen 
With Molly ſporting on the Green; 
T was but an artful Trick to prove 
The matchleſs Force of Jenny's Love. 


Tis true a Noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's Breaſt ; 

But twas at her Defire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous Eye. 

Theſe Flow'rs will fade by Morning Dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the Lawn; 

But in thy fragrant Boſom lies 

A ſweet Perfume that never dies. 


SONG CCLIII. 
OULD you gueſs, fer ill can 200, 
3 The Senfation I'm deſtin'd to prove; 
Tis ſomething than Friendſhip more ſweet, 
More paſſionate even than Love. 


For ever, when abſent from you, 
Pale Echo returns my fond Sighs; 
But when haply your Beauties JI view, 
On my Lips the faint Utterance dies. 


This the Secret I had to betray; 7 
And the Fate of my Paſſion is ſuch, 

That in what I was prompted to fay, 
Methinks I have utter'd too much. 


S O N G. CCLIV. 
| Sung in the Maid of the Oaks. 
OME fing round my favourite Tree, 
# Ve Songſters that viſit the Grove; 
Twas the . of my Shepherd and me, 
And the Bark is a Record of Love. 


Reclin'd 


191 
Reclin'd on the Turf, by my Side, 
He tenderly pleaded his Cauſe; 


I only with Bluſhes reply'd, | 
And the Nightingale fill'd up the Pauſe, 


SONG CCLV. 


The Cnoice. 


A Man that's neither high nor low, 
In Party nor in Stature; 

No noiſy Rake, nor fickle Beau, 
That's us'd to cringe and flatter. 


And let him be no learned Fool, 
That nods o' er muſty Books; 
That eats and drinks, and lives by Rule, 
And weighs my Words and Looks. 


Let him be eaſy, frank, and gay, 
Of dancing never tir'd; 
Always have ſomething ſmart to ſay, 
But filent, if requir'd. 
SONG CCLVI. 
The InviTATION. Sung at Marybone. 


ou, ye party jangling Swains, 


Leave your Flocks and quit the Plains. 


Friends to Country, friends to Court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your Sport, 
Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 


Welcome every friendly Gueſt, 


| Sprightly 


184 


Sprightly Widows come away, | 

Laughing Dames and Virgins gay, 

Little gaudy, fluttering Miſſes, 

Smiling Hopes of future Bliſſes. 
Ever welcome, Sc. 


All that ripening Sun can bring, 

Beauteous Summer, beauteous Spring, 

In one varying Scene we ſhow 

The Green, the Ripe, the Bud, the Blow, 
Ever welcome, Tc. | 


Comus jeſting, Muſic yes, 
Wine inſpiring, Beauty warming, 
Rage and party Malice dies, oy 
Peace returns, and Diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 
Welcome every friendly Gueſt! ! 


 $ONG CCLVIL 


Sung at VAUXHALL» 
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0 HE Woodlark whiſtles thro? the Grove, 
„ Tuning the ſweeteſt Notes of Love. 
1 To pleaſe his Female on the Spray; 
Wi Perch'd by his Side, her little Breaſt 
Alt Swells with a Lover's Joy confeſt, 
1 | To hear and to reward the Lay. 

17 Come then, my Fair- one, let us prove, 
Wii From their Example, how to love; 

15 For thee the early Pipe J'Il breathe, 

Wt 7 And when my Flocks return to Fold, 

" Their Shepherd to thy Boſom hold, 

Fn And crown him with the nuptial Wreathe. 


1 
Wy | SONG 


3 
SONG cœLVIII. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
Y Jocley is the blitheſt Lad 


That ever Maiden woo'd ; 

When he appears my Heart is glad, 
For he 1s kind and good. | 

He talks of Love, whene'er we meet, 
His Words with Rapture flow ; 

Then tunes his Pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no Pow'r to go. 


All other Laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
At ev'ry Fair, and all the Wakes, 
I hear them making moan. 
He buys me Toys, and Sweetmeats too 
And Ribbands for my Hair; 
No Swain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear 
If Feckey is but by, 

For J alone am all his Care, 
When any Danger's nigh. 

He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for Life ; 

Can I refuſe, ye Maidens, ſay, 
To be young Feckey's Wife! 


SONG 
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SONG CCLIX. 


N Pity, Celia, to my Pain, 
No more my Heart reprove, 

Nor let the Blaſts of cold Diſdain 
Deſtroy my riſing Love. 
My Love, as yet but newly blown, 
Muſt die for want of Care ; 
*Tis your's (as you the Seeds have ſown) 
To fave the Flow'rs they bear. 


When firſt the ſpringing Flow'r appears, 
And ſheys it's rifing Head, 
Each gentleſt Wind it ſhiv'ring fears, 
And courts the Gard'ner's Aid. 
In Pity, then, no longer ftrive 

Jo grieve my faithful Mind; 
Since Love and Faith, and Juſtice hw; 
Expect you to be kind. 


SONG CCLX. 


| H. Serepbon, what can mean the Joy, 
i | The eager joy I prove, 
4 While you each tender Art employ | 

U To win my Soul to love? | 


Rt Sowell your Paſſion you reveal, 
Wit So top the Lover's Part, 

ty. That I with Bluſhes own, I feel 
9 | A Rebel in my Heart. 


Wl Then take the Heart that pines to go, 

128 But ſee it kindly us'd ; 

For who ſuch Preſents will beſtow, 
If this ſhould be abus'd ! 


SONG 


N 17 
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.  $ONG CCLxL. 
| hay + young Damon, tother Day, 


And near me as he drew, 


No Swain, methought, e' er look'd ſo gay; 


Upon my Word ?tis true. 
With ardent Bliſs, my Lips he preſt; 
Pray, what could Phillis do? 
I frown*'d, but faith I frown'd in Jeſt; 
Upon my Word *tis true. 


The Shepherd ſigh'd, and talk'd of Love; 
(A Theme to me quite new) | 

Of Angels —Heav'n—and Pow'rs above; 
And vow'd that all was true, 

My Boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew _ 


I liſten'd to his Tale with Joy; 


Upon my Word 'tis true, 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 

His Freedom vain I ſtrove to chide ; 
Upon my Word *tis true. 

With Bluſhes ſpread I look*d Conſent, 
Felt Joys but known to few ; 

For then I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


SONG CCLXIL 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


W AS Nanny but a rural Maid, 

And I her only Swain, 

Jo tend her Flocks in verdant Mead, 
And on the verdant Plain; 


Oh 
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Oh! how I'd pipe upon my Reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Maid ; 


While of all Senſe of Care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken Shade. 


When Lambkins under Hedges bleat, 
And Rain ſeems in the Sky; 
'Then to our oaken ſafe Retreat, 
We'd both together hie! 
There I'd repeat my Vows of Love 
Unto my charming Fair, 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring Heart would prove 
A Mind like mine ſincere. 
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# Let others fancy courtly Joys, ; 
. I'd live in rural Eaſe; 
py Then Grandeur, Buftle, Pride, and Noiſe, i | 
1 Could nc'er my Fancy pleaſe. 
1 | In Manny ev'ry Joy combines, 7 
1 With Grace and blooming Youth, 
#8 | Sincerity and Virtue ſhines, T 
va With Modeſty and Truth. 
1 | _ SO NG | CCLXlIL. 

1 The HarPY Lover. 

15 HILST on thy dear Boſotn hing, 

0 | Celia, who can paint my Bliſs ? 

it Who the Tranſports I'm enjoying, | 
1.4 When thy balmy Lips I kiſs? | 'H 
Il. 5 Ev'ry Look with Love inſpires me, T 
47 | Ev'ry Touch my Boſom warms, A 
It. Ev'ry melting Tranſport fires me, 

Ah Ev'ry Joy is in thy Arms. | 1 

b 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe dear Eyes, how ſoft they languiſh! 
Feel my Heart with Raptures beat; 

Pleaſure turns almoſt to Anguiſh, | 
When the Tranſport is ſo great: 

Look not ſo divinely on me, 
Celia, I ſhall die with Bliſs : 

Yet! yet! turn thoſe Eyes upon me, 
Who'd not die a Death like this ? 


\ 


SONG aan. 


Tax Force or Mustc. 


HEN Sappho tun'd the raptur'd Strain, 
The liſt'ning Wretch forgot his Pain; 
With Art divine the Lyre ſhe ſtrung, | 
Like thee ſhe play'd, like thee ſhe ſung, 


For when ſhe ſtruck the quiv'ring Wire, 
The eager Breaſt was all on fire; 

But when ſhe tun'd the vocal Lay, 
The captive Soul was charm'd away. 


SON G CCLXV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


E Nymphs and ye Shepherds that join in 
the Throng, | 
Pray tarry awhile and attend to my Song; 
The Story is ſimple, tho? true that I tell, : 
And ! hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


I went tother Day to a Wake on the Green, 


And met with a Laſs fair as Beauty's gay 2 


le aſk'd 
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I aſk'd for a Kiſs, but the Damſel cry'd, No, 


And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, Pray et 


me go. 


I tenderly cry'd, Phillis, don't be a Prude; 
But ſtill ſhe return'd, I'Il cry out if you're vale ; 


The more that I preſs'd her the more ſhe cry'd, No, 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, Pray let 
me go. 


I found no Entreaties would make her comply, 


Whenever I touch'd her, *twas, Fye, Colin, fye ; 
So I ſent for a Parſon, and made her my Wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for Life. 


Ye Virgins that hear, learn Example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a Kits ; 
Conceal for a Time all the Favours you can, 
For that's the beſt Way to make ſure of a Man. 


SONG CCLXVI. 


HEN Hope was quite ſunk i in Deſpair, 
W My Heart it was going to break, 
y Life appear'd worthleſs my Care, 
wy now I will ſav't for thy Sake. 


Where'er my Love travels by Day, 
Wherever he lodges by Night, 

With me his dear Image ſhall ſtay, - 
And my Soul keep him ever in Sight. 


With Patience I'll wait the long Year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt Charms, 
Hope Time away till thou appear, 
Jo lock thee for ay in my Arms, * 
1 
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Whilſt thou was a Shepherd I priz'd 
No higher Degree in this Life, 
But now PI ll endeavour to riſe 


To a Height that's becoming a Wife, 


For Beauty, that's only Skin deep, 
Muſt fade like the Gowans in May, 
But inwardly rooted: will keep 
For ever without a Decay. 


Nor Age nor the Changes of Life 
Can quench the fair Fire of Love, 
If Virtue's ingrain'd in the Wife, 
And the Huſband have Senſe to approve, 


SONG CCLXVI. 
Sung in MIDAS. 


1 VELY Nymph aſſwage my Anguiſh, 
At your Feet a tender Swain | 


Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind Look would eaſe his Pain. 


Did you know the Lad that courts 
Lou, he not long need fue in vain; 
Prince. of Song, of Dance, of Sports, 
You ſcarce will meet his Like again. 


SONG CCLXVIIL 


USIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul; 

By Beauty Nature's ſwayꝰ d; 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid, 


But 
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But here together both appear, 
And Force united try; 
Muſic enchants the liſt' ning Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye. 


What Cruelty theſe Powr's to join! 
Theſe Tranſports who can bear? 

Oh ! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair! 


SONG CCLXIX, 
Sung in ALFRED. 


A Youth adorn'd with ev'ry Art, 


In ſecret mine poſleſt, 
The morning Bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal Oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
* His Face and Shape expreſt. 


In moving Sounds he told his Tale, | 
Soft as the Sighings of the Gale 
That wakes the flow'ry Year ; 


Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom Love had made ſincere. 


4 At Morn he left me—fought and fell : 
1 The fatal Ev'ning heard his Knell, 
1614 And ſaw the Tears I ſhed; 

ll Tears that muſt ever, ever fall ; 

0 For ah! no Sighs the paſt recal, 
14 No Cries awake the Dead. 


To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, 


What Wonder he could charm with Eaſe, 


SONG 


13 


SONG CCLXX. 


| Sung at Ranelagh. 
* the dew-beſprinkled Roſe ; 


By the Blackbird piping clear; 


By the weſtern Gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal Year: 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

Nor let me longer ſigh 1n vain. 


By the Cowlſlip, clad in Gold; 
By the filver Lily's Light; 
Buy thoſe Meads, where you behold 


Nature rob'd in Green and White: 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 


And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again. 


By the Riv'let's rambling Race; 
By the Muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted Face, 


Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes : 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG CCLXXI 
SHAKESPEARE'S GARLAND». 


1 T Beauty with the Sun ariſe, 
To Shakeſpeare Tribute pay, 


With heavenly Smiles and ſpeaking Eyes, 


Give Grace and Luſtre to the Day. 


M 


Each 
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Each Smile ſhe gives protects his Name, 
What Face ſhall dare to frown ?_ 


Not Envy's ſelf can blaſt the Fame, 
Which Beauty deigns to crown. 


| NO cen. 
Tune — In Infancy our Hopes and F. ears. 


HE tuneful Lark on æther Wings 
Each Morn his lofty Flight 
In rapt'rous Notes he {weetly ſings, 
And hails th' approaching Light: 


But I from Morn no Comfort know, 
Nor Reſt from ſilent Night; 

All Joys to me infipid grow, - 
Aﬀord me no Delight. 


SONG CCLXXIII. 
Apvice 2 aLover. Ser by Mr. Hudſon. 
"NEASE, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, 
Ceaſe thy wayward Fate to moan ; 


Soothe thy Heart-enthralling Anguiſh, 
Flavia may be ſtill thy own. 


Let not Flawia's Frowns affright thee; 
Clouds may dark the ſolar Ray: 

Tho” ſhe now may ſeem to ſlight thee, 
Time will chaſe the Clouds away. 


| Storms make Ocean's Waters purer, 
— Tho? they fill the Soul with Fear; 
Flawia's coy, if you endure her, 


She may yet thy Heart endear. 
| | Ceaſe, 
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Ceaſe, fond Damon, ceaſe to languith, 
Ceaſe to nurſe corroding Woe ; 

Hearts which never felt an Anguiſh, 
Never can a Rapture know. ; 


SONG CCLXXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Cowper, at Vauxhall. 
Set by My. Bach. 


x 7 OULD you a Female Heart infpire 
With tender Paſſion, warm Deſire? 
Employ each ſoothing Art, | 
The God of Love all Force diſdains: 
He only leads in pleaſing Chains 
The kind, conſenting Heart, 


SONG CCLXXV, 
De Maid's Avdvies. 
Sung by M. Wearman, a Vauxhall, 
Sser by Mr. Yates. 
7 S de n would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
ou muſt ev'ry Humour try; 


Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft Denials are but Trials 

Of the Heart we with to gain 

Tho” we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 
If you purſue, we fly in vain, 
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SONG - CCLXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. DzarL, at Rax ETACR. 

Set by Mr. BalLDox. 

0 Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, how old Time 


ſteals away, 
And Love's fatal Flame leads the Shepherd aſtray ! 


MyDays, O ye Swains! were a Round of Delight, 
From the Cool of the Morn to the Stillneſs of Night: 
No Care found a Place in my Cottage, or Breaſt; 
But Health and Content all the Year was my Gueſt. 


*Twas then no fair Phillis my Heart could enſnare, 
With Voice or with Feature, with Dreſs or with Air: 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed the Dart, 
That I gather'd the Sweets, but I mifs'd of the 
Smart : 
I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a fee, 
But il all my Song was, I'Il ever be free.“ 


T was then ev'ry Object freſh Raptures did yield: 

If I ftray'd thro? the Garden, or travers'd the Field, 

Ten Thouſand gay Scenes were diſplay'd to my 
Sight: | 

If the Nightin gale ſung, I could liſten all Night; 

With my Reed Icould pipe to the Tune of the Stream, 

And wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 
Alas! what a Change! and how wretched am I! 


Adieu to the Charms of the Valley and Glade ; 

Their Sweets now all ficken, their Colours all fade; 
No Muſic I find in ſoft Phlomel*s Strain, 

And the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in 


vain. 
They 
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They fay that ſhe's kind, but no Kindneſs I ſees 


On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me : 
Then teach me, bright Venus, Perſuaſion's ſoft Art, 
Or aid me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart; 

To crown my Defire, or to baniſh my Pain, 


Give Love to the Nymph, or give Eaſeto the Swain. 


E Sr 1 


eee eee 


SONG ee 
CR TATA. Sung by Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh. 
Ser by Mr. Stanley. 


" RictTaTiVic :( 


AS Delia, bleft with ev'ry Grace, 
Invok'd ſoft Muſic's needleſs Aid, 

Completely conquer'd by her Face, . 

Thus gentle Strephon, ſmiling, ſaid: 


1 


Where partial Nature may deny 
The Pow'r of Beauty's melting Glance, 
Let tedious Labour toil and try 
To ſwell the Song, or form the Dance; 
But let your Charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the Muſic of your Eyes. 
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RECITATIVE. 


Damon, who chanc'd to overhear, 
Thus ſpoke, as he approach'd more near; 
He flatters, do not truſt the Swain, 
But liſten to my honeſt Strain. 


M 3 | AIX. 
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AI xX. 
Wonders are told of Beauty's Pow' r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful Lay; 
Your Voice and Perſon ev'ry Hour 
By Dozens ſteal our Hearts away: 
'Then how trifling is the Prize, 
Since Fops'have Ears, and Fools have Eyes! 


Ah! lovely Nymph, indeed to bleſs 
Select the worthieſt Swain you've won; 

Who, prizing Sound and Colour leſs, 
Admires you for your Senſe alone 

Then leave all little Arts behind, 

And ſtudy to improve the Mind. 
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SONG CCLXXVIII. 
favourite AIR. Set by Mr, Stanley. 


| WII beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Her wanton Ringlets twine ! 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with her Cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine, without his Aid, 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove, 
Vet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 

Know thy own Bliis, and joy to hear 

. Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 

= The youthful God that rules the Year, 

And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 
While 


* 
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While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 


His Love remains the ſame; 
On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 

And crown his conſtant Flame: 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r p 

Deform the blooming Spring; 
So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 

Their wonted Tribute bring. 


SONG CCLXXIX. 


STREPHON of the HIL I. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


ET others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their Will; 
I mean to ſing; in ruſtic Verſe, 
Young Strephon of the Hill. 


As once I ſat beneath the Shade, 
Beſide a purling Rill; 

Who ſhould my Solitude invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill; 


He tapt my Shoulder, ſnatch'd a Kiſs; 

I copld not take it ill; | 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs 

By Szrephon of the Hill, 


Conſent, O lovely Maid ! he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy Swain to kill; 

Conſent this Day to be the Bride. 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 


M 4 
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Obſerve the Doves on yonder Spray, 
See how they fit and bill; 
So ſweet your Time ſhall paſs away 
With Szrephon of the Hill. | 


We went to Church with hearty Glee, 
O Love propitious ſtill! 

May every Nymph be bleſt, like me, 
With Szrephon of the Hill. 


SONG CCLXXX. The Lucky FALL. 
Set by Dr. ARxE. 


Band of Cupids t'other Day 
Were in a Myrtle Grove, 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh Play, 
They made a Match to rove: 
«© But where?” cry'd one (the Cock of all,) 
Let's fix upon a Place: 
„ Hang Paphos and Olympus Hall; 
el vote for Chloe's Face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they-flew 
And gath'ring round the Fair, 
As Swarms of Bees on Flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there; 
Some on her Lips, her Noſe, and Chin 
A Score on either Cheek, | | 
While fifty to her Eyes went in 
To play at hide and ſeek. 


But Gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
The Wranglers to have heard, 

For Place diſputing all the while, 
Tho' each his own preferr'd: 


Till 
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Till chancing from her Lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chlze's Breaſt, | 


And creeping down, in Triumph cry'd, 
Who's Station's now the beſt ?*? 


s ON G CCLXXXI. 


| Sung by Mrs. Pinto. The Words and Mufic by Dr. 
tg 20 Arne. 


Ymyns and Shepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the Sweets of May ; 
Trip it o'er the flow? ry Lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding Fawns: 
Frolic, buxom, blithe, and, gay, 
Nymphs and Shepherds come away. 


SONG CCLXXXII. 
Jenny of the Green. | 
Sung by Mr. Beard, 


HILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n Snows, 
And ſteal its F ragrance from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen; 
Fain would I ſing, but Words are faint, 
All Muſic's Powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green, 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen ! 5 
While, faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, 
The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe 


To Jenny of the Green. 
M 5 With 
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With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 


When, deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the fylvan Scene; 

Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firſt ſtro ve to catch the Grace and Eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry Rival's Sigh; 


On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien: 


The fragant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 


That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair 
Of Jenny of the Green. | 


Through all the Fairy Land of Love, 
PI ſeek my pretty wand'ring Dove, 
The Pride of gay fifteen; 
Tho' now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 
Tho' far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, *till that bleſt Night 
'That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Melt down the Hours between; 
And when we-meet, the Loſs repay, 
On loit'ring Wing prolong my Stay 
With Jenny of the Green. 


SONG CCLXXXIL 
To DELIA. Set by Mr. Arne. 


8. T pleaſing Pains, unknown before, 


My beating Boſom feels, 
When I behold the bliſsful Bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells, 


That 
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That Way I daily drive my Flock ;- 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 
There look, and wiſh ; and while I look, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 

Beneath th' inclement Skies, 
And there my true Devotion pay 

To Delia's Sleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel faint, 
Jo kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint, 
Of ſome, Sc. 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs contain, | 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare 
For which I ſigh in vain ? 
But let me not at Fate repine, 
And thus my Grief impart :: 


She's not your Tenant ;—ſhe is mine; 


Her Manſion is my Heart, 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 


SONG CCLXXXIV. 


Y cautious Mother, other Day, 
M Cry'd, Polly, mind me, do; 
ſaw young Damon come this Way, 

And fear he came to you: 

You know he's gay, and thought a Rake,, 
So never welcome make him. 

Thus I got ſcolded for his Sake, 

I wiſh the wo = take him. 
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It's true I met him in a Grove, 


He gently claſp'd my Hand, 
Then ſigh'd, Td talk'd more T hings of Love 
Than 1 could underſtand ; 
And who'd have thought that we were ſeen ? 
But of ſuch Tricks Þll break him; \, 
If he won't tell me what they mean, 
The Deuce, ſure, ought to take him. 


I often feel my Boſom glow 


With Warmth I never knew, 
If this be Love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a Virgin do? 
Indeed, for Pipe, for Dance and Song, 
- *Gainſt ev ry Swain I'd take him, 
But if he tantalizes long, 
I hope the Deuce will take him. 


They ſay from Wedlock ſprings Delight, 


Then let him ſpeak his Mind, 
I've no Objection to unite © 
With one ſo fond and kind: 
My Mother, tho” too apt to pry, 
To diſoblige I'm loth, 
Howe'er I'll wed, then all her Cry 
Will be, Deuce take you both. 


SONG CCLXXXV. 


BiiTHE Colin. Written by Mr, Hawkins. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


BY the Side of the ſweet River Tay 
Or elſe on the Banks of the Tweed, 
Young Colin he whiſtles all Day, | 


Or — pipes on his Reed. 
His 
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His Mind is a Stranger to Care, 

For he is blithe, bonny, and free; 
At Hatveit, at Wake, and at Fair, 

No Swain is ſo cheerful as he. 


At Eve, when we dance on the Green, | 
How ſprightly he joins in the Throng z 

So pleaſing his Air and his Mien, 
So gaily he trips it along 

The Laſſes his Manners adore, 
And ſtrive his Affections to gain; 

When abſent, for him they deplore, 

All ſigh for the Smiles of the Swain. 


But J am the Girl to his Mind, 

| He choſe me above all the reſt, 

And vows that to me he'll be kind, 
With me he will ever be bleſt. 

The Maidens all envy my Bliſs, 
And tell me I'm ſimple and vain; 

Yet I'm not diſpleaſed at this, | | 
Nor heed their Contempt and Diſdain. 


SONG CCLXXXVI. 
A Ron DAU. Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE PHERD, ceaſe your ſoft Complaining, 
I've a Heart that ſcorns diſdaining: 
I no baſhful Meanings want, 
All that Virtue aſks I'll grant; 
Down-caſt Looks, and frequent ſighing, 
Diſtant Awe, and Vows of dying, 
All are ſenſeleſs. Who'd believe 
He would die, who ſtill may live? 
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While each the other ſtil] improves ; 
The faireft Face, the nobleſt Mind; 

Not with the Proverb, he that loves, 
But he that loves you not, is blind. 
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SONG CCLXXXVIL 


Orcrve, fair Creature, form'd to pleaſe, 
T Forgive a wond'ring Youth's Deſire: 
Thoſe Charms, thoſe Virtues, when he ſees, 
How can he ſee, and not admire! 


SONG CCLXXXVII. 
To Der1a.” © 
Written by Mr. Hawkins. 


Y Muſe inſpire me to impart 
In humble ardent Strain, 
'To tell the Anguiſh of my Heart,. 
To her that gives me pain. 


Tis Delia is the lovely Maid; 
Alas! thou charming Fair, 
Behold thy Damon ſeeks thy Aid, 

Jo eaſe his Pain and Care. 


For thou alone can give Relief, 
Or Anguiſh moſt ſevere; 

Thy matchleſs Charms are all my Grief,, 
Until you prove ſincere, 
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Ss ON G CCLXXXIX, 
Written by Dr. Paz x ZL L. 


HEN thy Beauty appears, 
In it's Graces and Airs, 
All bright as an Angel new dropt from the Sky, 
At Diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my Fears, 
So ſtrangely you dazzle my Eye. 


But when, without Art, 
Vour kind Thoughts you impart, 
When your Love runs in Bluſhes thro? ev'ry Vein; 
When it darts from your Eyes, when it pants 
in your Heart, 
Then I know you're a Woman again. 


There's a Paſſion and Pride 
In our Sex, (ſhe reply'd) 

And thus, might I gratify both, I would do; 
Still an Angel appear to each Lover beside, 
But ſtill be a Woman to you. 


SONG CCXC. 
Written by Dr. Pa RX ELI. 


HIRSIS, a young and am'rous Swain, 
Saw two, the Beauties of the Plain, 
Who both his Heart ſubdue ; 
Gay Celia's Eyes were dazzling fair; 
Sabina's eaſy Shape and Air 
With ſofter Magick drew. 
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4 He haunts the Stream, he haunts the Grove, 
4 Lives in a fond Romance of Love, | 
i And ſeems for each to die 

| Till each alittle ſpiteful grown, 
7 Sabina Celia's Shape ran down, 
# And ſhe Sabina's Eye. 
Their Envy made the Shepherd find | 
49 Thoſe Eyes which Love could only blind; 
; S8io ſet the Lover free: „ 
14 No more he haunts the Grove or Stream, 
1 Nor with a true- love Knot and Name 

Engraves a wounded Tree. 


Ah Celia! (fly Se bina cry d) 

Wi Tho? neither love, we're both deny'd ; 

1 Now, to ſupport the Sex's Pride, 
Leet either fix the Dart. 

Poor Girl! (ſays Celia) ſay no more: 
For ſhou'd the Swain but one adore, 

. That Spite which broke his Chains before, 

$ Would break the other's Heart. 


* be SONG CCXCI. 
18 1 Written by Mr. Boo TH. 


5 WEET are the Charms of her J love, 
3 More fragrant than the damaſk Roſe, 
#5 Soft as the Down of Turtle Dove, 

 __ Genitle as Winds when Zephyr blows, 
« Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 

F: 6] Io ſun-burnt Climes and thirſty Plains. 
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True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey che Moon; $ 
From every other Charmer free, 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady Bowers 
Of verdant Spring, her Notes renews 
All follow what they moſt admire; 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons nie ; 

As Winter to the Spring gives place, 

Summer th' Approach of Autumn flies; 

No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow; | 
And marble Towers, and Walls of Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low : ; 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne*er divide. 


Death only with his cruel Dart 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above; 
Where, known to all his kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love, 


on} 


Love, and his Siſter fair, the Soul, | 
Twin-born, from Heaven together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


„ 


8 0 NG CCXCI.. 


UPID, God of ne Anguiſh, 
Teach the enamour'd Swain to languwth, 
Teach him fierce Deſires to know. 
Heroes would be loft in Story, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory, 


Love does all that's great * | 
fo I 


SONG CCXCIN. 
TRE ComrorTs or HoPE. F 


OVELY Maid, now ceaſe to languiſh, 
_ Yield not thus thy Mind to Woe; V 
Look behind the Clouds of Anguiſh, T 
| Chearing Beams of Comfort glow. 


Let enliv' ning Hope elate thee; T, 
Hope that points to fairer Skies; 
Think the tranſient IIls that wait thee, 
| Are but Bleſſings 1 in Diſguiſe. D. 


Be not by Diſtreſs dejected; 
| Shrink not from Affliction's Hand: Bu 
Falſehood is from Truth detected 11 
By the kind Enchantreſs' Wand. 
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Sage Inſtructreſs, ſhe ſhall train thee . 


Steady Virtue teach thy Heart; 


Sharp, but ſhort-liv'd Pains, await thee; 


Endleſs Bleſſings to impart. 


SONG CCXCIV. 


What all my Actions prove? 

A Bluſh whene'er I meet his Eye, 

Whene'er I hear his Name, a Sigh, 
Betrays my ſecret Love. 


In all their Sports upon the Plain, 

Mine Eyes ftill fixz'd on him remain, 
And him alone approve 

The reſt unheeded dance or play, 

From all he ſteals my Praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my Love: 


Whene'er we meet, my Looks confeſs 
The Joys that all my Soul poſſeſs, 
And every Care remove: 
Still, fill too ſhort appears his Stay, 
The Moments fly too faſt away, | 


Too fait for my fond Love. 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's Praiſe, 
So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 

I eviry Word approve ; | 
But is he blam'd, although in Jeſt, 
| tee] Reſentment fire my Breaſt, 

Alas! becauſe I love. 


H! why muſt Words my Flame reveal ? 
Why needs my Damon bid me tell 
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But ah! what Tortures tear my Heart, 
When I ſuſpect his Looks impart 

The leaſt Deſire to rove ! | 
J hate the Maid that gives me Pain, 
Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 

For ah! that Hate is Love. 


Then aſk not Words, but read mine Eyes, 
Believe my Bluſhes, truſt my Sighs, 
My Paſſion theſe will prove; 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from Art, 
The true Expreſſions of my Heart 
To Damon, mult be Love. 


S Oo NG ccxcv. 
Y Love was fickle once, and changing, 
Nor e'er would ſettle in my Heart, 


From Beauty fill to Beauty ranging, 
In every Face I found a Dart. 


T was firſt a charming Shape enſlav'd me, 
An Eye then gave the fatal Stroke; 
Till by her Wit Corinna ſav'd me, 
And all my former Fetters broke. 


But now a long and laſting Anguiſh 
For Belwidera I endure ; 4 

Hourly I ſigh, and hourly languifh, 

Nor hope to find the wonted Cure: 


For here the falſe, inconſtant Lover, 
After a thouſand Beauties ſhown, 
Does new ſurpriſing Charms diſcover, 

And finds Variety in one. 


SONG 
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A Scoren 541 b ln. 


HE laſt Time I came o' er the Moor, 
I left my Love behind me ; 

Ye Powers ! what Pain do I endure, 

When ſoft Ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy Morn diſplay'd 

The beaming Day enſuing, 
met betimes my lovely Maid, 

In fit Retreat for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling Shade we his; 


Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd Time away, 

Till Night ſpread her black Curtain, 
I pitied all beneath the Skies, 

Ev'n Kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where Dangers may ſurround me: 


Vet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 


To feaſt on e, Kiſſes, 
Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 


In Proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 


In all my Soul there's not one Place 
To let a Rival enter: | 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry Grace, 
In her my Love ſhall center. 


Sooner 
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Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Waves the Ass ſhall cover; 

On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next Time I go o'er the Moor, 
She ſhall a Lover find me; 

And that my Faith 1s firm and pure, 
Tho? J left her behind me: 

Then Hymer's ſacred Bonds ſhall chain 

My Heart to her fair Boſom; 

There, while my Being does remain, 
My Love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


SONG CCXCVI. 
Taz LinxzT; 4 PasTORAL. 
' Written by Mr. Hawx1xs. 


S paſſing by a ſhady Grove, 
I heard a Linnet ſing, 
Whoſe ſweetly plaintive Voice of Love 
Proclaim'd the cheerful Spring. 


Hid pretty Accents ſeem'd to flow 

As if he knew no Pain; 
His downy Throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 
It echo'd ofer the Plain. 


Ah! happy Warbler, (L reply'd,) 
Contented thus to be; 
Tis only Harmony and Love 
Can be compar'd to thee. 


Thus 
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Thus perch'd upon the Spray ye ſtand, 
'The Monarch of the Shade ; 

And even ſip ambroſial Sweets, 
That glow from ev'ry Glade, 


Did Man poſſeſs but half thy Bliſs, 
How joyful might he be! 

But Man was never form'd for this, 
Tis only Joy for thee. 


Then farewel, pretty Bird, (I ſaid,) 
Purſue thy plaintive Tale, : 

And let thy tuneful Accents ſpread _ 
All o'er the fragrant Vale. 


SONG CCXCVII. 


SK not the Cauſe why ſullen Spring 
1 A So long delays her Flowers to bear; 
Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, 
And winter Storms invert the Year: 
Chloris is gone, and Fate provides 
To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 


Chloris is gone, the cruel Fair; 

She caſt not back her pitying Eye, 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, 
To figh, to languiſh, and to die; 
Ah ! how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wounds they will not cure ! 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 
A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 
And change the Laws of ev'ry Land ? 
Where thou had'ft plac'd ſuch Power before, 


Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 
| When 
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When Cloris to the Temple comes, 
Adoring Crowds before her fall; 
She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 

And ev'ry Life but mine recal ; 
I only am by Love defign'd: 
To be the Victim for Mankind. 


SONG , CCXCIX. 


AIREST Iſle, all Iſles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſure and of Love, 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Grove ; 
Cupid, from his favourite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
Fealouſy that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love. 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining, 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love, 


Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, * 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, day 
Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove, 
And, as theſe excel in Beauty, W; 


Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love, 


Anc 


SONG CCC. 
LX 7 HEN bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 


How cheerful then were ſeen 
The Looks of ev'ry jolly Swain, 
That ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain, 
With Gambols on the Green. 


Their 
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Their Sports were innocent and gay, 

Mixt with a manly Air, ; 
They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome different Way, 

This dear enchanting Fair, 


Th' ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, | 

Till Phaor's tuneful Voice and Lyre, 

With ſofteſt Muſic, did inſpire 
Her Soul to generous Love, 
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Their wonted Sports the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain; 

Aurelia's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſh and repin'd 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


SONG. CCCL. 


W firſt I ſaw the graceful Maid, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing Breaſt; 
day, ſoft Confuſion, art thou Love ! 

If Love thou art, then farewel Reſt. 
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With gentle Smiles aſſwage the Pain 
Thoſe gentle Smiles did firſt create; 

And though you may not love again, 
In Pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


— 


8 ON G CCCI. 


| V E gentle Gales that fan the Air, 
"14 And wanton 1n the ſhady Grove, 
Oh! whiſper to my abſent Fair, 
1 My ſecret Pain and endleſs Love. 
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When at the ſultry Heat of Day 
She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool Retreat, 
Throw ſpicy Odours in her Way, 
And ſcatter Roſes at her Feet. 


And when ſhe ſees their Colours fade, 
And all their Pride neglected lie, 

Let that inſtru the charming Maid, 
That Sweets not gather'd timely die. 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious Virgin ſhew, 
Who *tis that loves Camilla beſt, _ 
And what for her I'd undergo, 


SONG CCC. 
LovE REWARDED. 


ITH Phebus I often aroſe, 
To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, 
The Fragrance to ſmell of the Roſe, 

Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing: 
When Linnets exalted their Strains, 

The Muſic enchanted my Ear; 
My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains, 

With various ſweet Blooms of the Vear. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
I there fix'd the Scene of Delight; 
My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Day, 
I ſaw her in Dreams all the Night: 
Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 
My Harveſt no more in my Thought: 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk' d; 
Her Smiles were the Harveſt I ſought. 


4 { 


And ſoon the happy Cot he gain'd, 


For this is Nature's Holiday. 
Forth came the Maid, in Beauty bright _ 


„ 


No longer the Warblers could pleaſe; 
No longer the Roſes look'd gay; 
For Muſic, and Sweetneſs, rk, Eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my Love was away: 
[ tun'd to her Beauties my Lays, 
I fludy'd each Art that could move; 
She took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 


SONG CCCIV. 


HE Sun in Virgin Luftre ſhone, 
| May-morning put its Beauties on ; 
The Warblers ſung in livelier Strains, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plains; 
When Love, a ſoft intruding Gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's Breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, Away ! 
For this is Nature's Holiday. 


The tender Impulſe wing'd his Haſte ; 
The painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd, 


Where Beauty ſlept, and Silence reign'd : 
Awake, my Fair! (the Shepherd cries) 
To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia hail the May, 


As Phebus in meridian Light, 

Entranc'd in Rapture, all confeſs'd, 

The Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt ; - 
Then gazing with a ſpeaking Eye, 

He ſnatch'd a Kiſs, and heav'd a Sigh; 
A melting Sigh, and ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider Youth's our Holiday. 
N 2 | Ah 
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Ah, ſoft, (ſhe ſaid) for Pity's Sake ! 
What, kiſs one ere Pm well awake ? 
For this ſo early came you here ? 
And hail you thus the riſing Year ? 
Sweet Innocence ! forbear to chide, 
We'll haſte to Joy, (the Swain reply'd;) 
In Pleaſure's flow*ry Fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall be Love's Holiday. 


A cnmſon Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek, 
She look'd the Things ſhe dar'd not ſpeak; 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 
And Damon ſeiz d her trembling Hand: 

His dancing Heart in Tranſports play'd, 
To Church he led the bluſhing Maid ; 

'Then bleſs'd the happy Morn of May, 

And now their Life's all Holiday. 


SONG CCCV. 
; Sung at Ranelagh. 


HE fragrant Lily of the Vale, 
So elegantly fair, 
Whoſe Sweets perfume the fanning Gale, 


To Chloe 1 compare; f 
What tho' on Earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its Head to hide 
Its Sweetneſs far outvies the Roſe, v 
That flaunts with ſo much Pride. y 
The coſtly Tulip owes 1ts Hue } 
To many a gaudy Stain, 8 


In this we view the Virgin Flute 
Of Innocence remain : 
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See how the curious Floriſt's Hand 
Uprears its humble Head, ph 
And to preſerve the charming Flow'r, 

Tranſplants it to his Bed. 


There while it ſheds its Sweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt Grace 
Enraptur'd, how its Owner *ands 

To view its lovely Face! 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The Inference of my Tale, 

May I the Floriſt be, and thou 

The Lily of the Vale. 


s ON G CCCVI. 
RRTIXREM ENT. 
Written by Mr. Nickol Ls. 


ROM London's ſmoaky, fœtid Air, 
The Seat of Traffic and of Care, 
Take me, ye rural Pow'rs; 
With you, in your ſequeſter'd Ways, 
Where Peace, that — 
I'd paſs the fleeting Hours. 


What tho' with you no Balls invite, 

Or painted Beauties catch the Sight, 
Yet Nature has ſupply d 

1 , far more laſting Joys than theſe, 

Sweet vocal Birds on flow'ring Trees,, 

The cool meand'ring Tide; 
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The roſy Maid, the jocund Swains, 

The filver Flocks on verdant Plains, 
The unobſtructed Breeze; | 

The cryſtal Spring, the babbling Rill, 

Gay Proſpects as we mount the Hill, 
With Solitude and Eaſe ; 


The furze-blown Heath, the fragrant Thorn, 
Ard ample Fields of riſing Corn, 
The Farmer's promis'd Wealth; 
But more than all, what's ſeldom found | 
In Diſſipation's vicious Round, 
Vivacity and Health. 5 


While thoſe whom London's Walls immure, 

Rheumaticks, Colds, Catarrhs endure, K 
With all Pandora's Store; 

From theſe I'd fly to haleſome Plains, 

And never wiſh, whilſt Life remains, Fi 
To ſee the City more, 


SONG .CCCVI. V 
The Ros -Z up. L 


Q WEET Bud! to Laura's Boſom go, 
And live beneath her Eye; 
There, in the Sun of Beauty blow, 

Or taſte of Heaven and die. 


Sweet Earneſt of the blooming Year ! 
Whoſe dawning Beauties ſpeak j 

The budding Bluſh of Summer near, 
The Summer on her Cheek! 


Bell 
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Beſt Emblem of the Nymph I love, 
Reſembling Beauty's Morn, 


To Laura's Boiom haſte, and prove 
One Roſe without a Thorn. 


SONG CCCVIII. 


- 4: Gn WY ST. 


E huſh'd, ye ſweet Birds, and forbear your 


ſnrill Notes, 
Nor deign ſuch a Clamour to lrep 3 ; 


But fiop a few Moments, and reſt your ſoft Throats, 
For here lies a Goddeſs aſleep ! ip 


Keep off, ye pert Flies, from the Cheek of 3 my 
Fair, 


And let her contentedly lay ; 
For, if you preſume to alight on her Face, 
«© You'll wake her as ſure as tis Day 


Ye Gods! ſend young Cupidt to bide at her Feet, 
Let the Graces adorn her ſweet Head! 
Let the pleaſanteſt Dreams. make her Slumbers 
complete, 


And 3 keep guard o'er her Head. 


The DiMPLE. 
YLVIA the Young, the Fair, the Gay, 


| A verdant Bow'r inclos'd ; 
The little Wanton, tir'd with Play, 
In downy Sleep repos'd. 


N 4 A Bloom 
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A Bloom ſo like the Peach's Hue, 
Her glowing Cheeks expreſs'd, 
A Bird, deluded, eager flew, 
And ſeiz'd the luſcious Feaſt, 


Ah! lucky Spoil, tho” rude th' Alarm, 
And Sylvia weeping roſe, 

Since to the Wound its ſmiling Form 
That killing Dimple owes. 


SONG CCCX. 


'Y Sylvia is the blitheſt Laſs 
That ever trod the downy Graſs, 
Or 'grac'd the rural Plain; 
Her modeſt Air, and gentle Mien, 
More ſweet, more fair, than Beauty's Queen, 
Are prais'd by ev'ry Swain. 


Her ſparkling Eyes, like Diamonds bright; 
Each winning Charm does there unite _ 
With Features fair and gay; 
Her Voice is ſofter. than the Thruſh, 
That ſweetly warbles on the Buſn, 
And hails Return of Day. 


Her Breath exceeds the balmy Gales, 
Whoſe Fragrance ſweetens all the Vales, 
Where Sweets with Sweets combine; 
Her Cheeks the Roſes far excel, 
Such Virtues in her Boſom dwell, 
As make her all divine. 


Each 


1 


Each riſing Morn I preſs'd the Fair 
To liſten to my fervent Prayer, 
A Pray*r devoid of Art: | 
With pleaſing Smiles the ſooth'd my Pains ;; 
And Sylvia, now, in Triumph reigns 
The Goddeſs of wy Heart. 


SONG CCCXT 


In praiſe of Women. 


HE Lily, and the bluſhing . 
To many give Delight; 
But not a Flow'r on Earth that grows, 
Is half ſo bright a Sight, 
As lovely Women, 
Charming Women, 
Pleaſing, teizing, 
Heav'nly Women. 


Pray what makes Cowards brave and bold, 
Or what gave Poets birth? 

Or what makes People fond of Gold, 
Or Pleaſure dwell on Earth? 


But lovely Women, &c. 


When Men are fore oppreſs'd with Grief, 
And roam in ſearch of Peace; 

There's nought can give ſuch ſure Relief, 
And make their Torments ceaſe. 


Such Pow'r have Women, &c.. 


Then, ſince the Fair give ſuch Delight, 
Aloud reſound their Praiſe; _ 

For who can view the glorious Sight, 
And not their Voices raiſe, | 

| To lovely Women, &c. 
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H ILE on my Colin's Knee I fit, 
Lur'd by thy Voice, charm'd with thy Wit, 
My panting Heart true Meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry Sigh repeats : 
I figh with Joy, that thou may'ſt ſee 
I ſympathize in all with thee 
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No matter how the Tee was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke; 
Who only barter Love for Love, 
The niceneſs of the Paſſion prove; 
For oft Ingratitude we give, 
And ſometimes ven" roully receive. 
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Levell'd by Love, let neither try, 
To fix Superiority; | | 
Since all the kind, the fond Conteſt, 
Of whether you or I love beſt,” 
Like heedleſs touching a wrong Key 
But jars the Sound of Harmony. 


SONG CCCXII. 


A Scotch Ballad. Sung at Vauxhall. 


LL on the pleaſant Banks of Taveex, 
Young TJeckey won my Heart; 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten Reed, 
None ſung with ſo much Art: 
His ſkilful Tale, 
Did ſoon prevail 
To make me fondly love him; 
But now he hies, 
Nor hears my Cries, 
I wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him. | 
| * | , When 


Vit 
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When firſt we met, the bonny Swain 
Of nought but Love could ſay: 
Oh! give (he cry'd) my Heart again, 
You've ſtole my Heart away; 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, 
And I'll together join 'em: 
My faithful Heart 
Will never part. 
Ah! oy did I believe him! 


Not now my lighted Face he knows, 


His ſoon-forgotten Dear ; 
To a wealthier Laſs o'erjoy'd he goes, 
To breathe his Falſhood there: 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The Swain's a Cheat, 
Not for a Moment truſt him: 
For ſhining Gold, 
He's bought and ſold, 
I wou'd I had not ſeen him. 


SONG CCCXIV. 


HERE. ſhall I ſeek my fav'rite Maid, 
In Valley, Mead, or Grove? 
Or tell me, does the Myrtle Shade g 
Incloſe the F air F love ? 


Or does ſhe ſeek the ſhady Bower, 
Or haunt the filent Glade, | 
Where ſhe has oft, at Ev ning Hour, 
With Love and Damon ſtray'd? 


N 6. 


D434, pI ER 3 «7 4 4 * by 
Me — n 1 2 * P 
aaa rely EN OS Be e eee 


3 
1 
1 
1 
YH 
"% 


* 3 PTY 4 N — e , a 
k \ rer _ 1 - 
. 4 0 - # 5 4 - ERISA pos PPP wiv . i * Py L 
24 < i 7 Ny * N $7 , — — * v _ OOO Nel LIES; * 8 4f5 r * N. 
Nr A CEO BITS, og rn OR IS eve _ 1 PREY Sh EIN yew» tho woman re parte: 3 — — — Y Sy n x RY , * 1 8 - 
wr 1 . e 2 n n — * REPS, be 8 5 . * — 1 1 8 
. ROBES oO n WW rr — 2 2 2 v < * 
b n- 8 — — War , 1 
ear bd 
o 


12 


Or does ſhe doubt my ardent Lore, 
And ſeek ſome other Swain; 

And leave her bleating Flock to rove, | 
Neglected, o'er the Plain? 


But oh ! forbear, my panting Breaſt, 

Forbear theſe vain Alarme; ; 
For ſee! the Fair-one deigns to reſt 

In Sleep's ſoft, folding Arms. 


Be huſh'd awhile, ye warbling Choir, 

Your tuneful Notes forbear ; 

In Peace, ye limpid Streams, retire, 
Nor wake the ſleeping Fair, 


Ye Flow'rets, that on yonder Mound 
Such beauteous Tints diſcloſe, 

Expand your Fragrancies around, 
To ſweeten her Repoſe. 


Ye gentle Dreams, by Fancy made, 
Awhile engage the Fair ; 

And be each pleaſing Scene play d 
To diſſipate her Care. 


Then deign to * the Paſſion known 
Iuhhat rages in my Breaſt; 
That, waking, ſhe her Love may own, 
And make her Damon bleſs'd. 


SGN xv. 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 
3 IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 


are twain, 


Since 75 Thyrh Gs * the * ymphs of the "And 
n 


I > 
And would tempt me to walk the gay Meadows 


along, 


To hear a ſoft Tale, or to fing him a Song. 


What at firſt was but F riendſhip, ſoon grew to a 
Flame, 

In my Heart it was Love, in the Youth's es 
the ſame; | 

From each other we fought not ourPaſſion to hide, 

But who ſhould love moſt was our Conteſt and 
Pride, 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, Love not too 
__ welds 
For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 
And a Flame, without Fortune s rich Gifts on 
it's Side, f 
The grave Ones will ſcorn, and. a Mother muſt 
chide. | 


Afraid of Rebuke, he his Viſits forbore, ; 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
But to tarry with Patience a Seaſon more kind; 
So I put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind. 
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But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid ; 

If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your Care; 
Conde the God Cupid, but bleſs the fond Pair. 


SONG CCCXVI. 


GAIN in ruſtic Weeds array'd, 
A A ſimple Swain, a ſimple Maid; 
O'er rural Scenes with Joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling — or cooling Grove. Ts 

Ee 
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The Birds ſhall ſtrain their little Throats, 
And warble wild their merry Notes ; 
Whilſt we converſe beneath the Shade,. 

A happy Swain and happy Maid. 


Thy Hands ſhall pluck, to grace my Bow'r, 
The luſcious Fruit, the fragrant Flow'r; 
Whilſt Joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Phebe kind, 4 Colin true. 


SONG CCCXVIL 


Written by Mr, LEMOINx . 
4 HE ſprightly Eye, the roſy Cheek, 
The dimpled Chin, and Look ſo meek, 
A nameleſs Grace and Air; 
The ruby Lip in Sweetneſs dreſt, 


Ine of, Iy-ſwelling Angel Breaſt ; 


All theſe adorn my Fair. 


See what unnumber'd Beauties rove 
Around each Feature of my Love, 

And fire my rapt'rous Soul! 
Ten thouſand Sweets her Looks diſcloſe 
At ev'ry Glance my Boſom glows, 

And yields to Love's Controul. 


Juſt Hear ar! why gave ye Charms like theſe, 

With ev'ry graceful Art to pleaſe, 
To one whom rigid Fate, 

Permits me not to tell my Pain, 

But makes me fear the cold Diſdain 
Of her I wiſh my Mate. 


Curſe on the ſordid Thirſt of Gold! 
When tend'reſt Paſſions all are fold, 
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To win the World's Applauſe; 
When, for Deſire, and Love, and Joy, 
Low Int'reſt ſhall its Pow'rs employ, 

And gain th' ignoble Cauſe. 


SON G CCCXVIL 
Sung in COMUS. 


'Þ ny ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 

Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme. 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 

Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browzing Goats to ſpy, 
As ober the airy Steep they hung. 

The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. | 


Now thro” the trembling Vale] paſs, 
And ſigh to ſee the well-known Shade, 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 
Where Love and Damon fondly play'd. 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops it's Head, 
All Nature does my Lots deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon {till I ſeek in vain, | == 
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A Scorcn RoN D EAu. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


E R the Seas my Love is ſailing, 
Gently blow, ye Eaſtern Gales; 
Love his dear Approach is hailing, 
Flies to view the ſwelling Sails. 


O' er the Ocean whilſt he's roving, 
Who has brav'd the ſultry Clime, 

I endure the Pain of loving, 

I grow fick of Thought and Time. 


Sea-nymphs all the while are playing,, 
Guard his Veſſel ſafe from Harms; 

But no more ſhall he be ſtaying, 
Damen's Port ſhall be my Arms. 


SONG CCCXX. 


The CHAISE- MARINE. 
Y deareſt Life, were thou my Wife, 
How happy ſhould I be! 

And all my Care in Peace and War, 
Shou'd be to pleaſure thee 

When up and down, from Town to Town, 
We jolly Soldiers rove ; 

Then you, my Queen, in Chaiſe-marine,, 
Shall move like Queen of Love. 


Your Love I'd prize beyond the Skies, 
Beyond the Spoils of War; 
Would' thou agree to follow me, 
In humble Baggage-car. 


For 


Fa 


For Happineſs, tho? in Diſtreſs, 
In Soldiers Wives is ſeen; 

And Pride in Coach has more Reproach 
Than Love in Chaiſe- marine. 


Oh! do not hold your Love in Gold, 
Nor ſet your Heart on Gain; 

Behold the Great, with all their State, 
Their Lives are Care and Pain. 

In Houſe or Tent, I pay no Rent, 
Nor Care nor Trouble ſee: 

But ev'ry Day I get my Pay, 
* ſpend 1t merrily. 


"FM not thoſe Knaves, great Fortune? 1 


Who lead 1gnoble Lives: 

Nor deign to ſmile on Men fo vile, 
Who Lede none but their Wives. 
For Britain's Right and you we fight, 

And ev'ry IILdefy; 
Should but the Fair reward our Care, 
With Love and Conſtancy. 


If Sighs, nor Groans, nor tender Moans, 
Can win your harden'd Heart; 
Let Love in Arms, with all his Charms, 
Then take a Soldier's Part. | 
With Fife and Drum the Soldiers come, 
And all the Pomp of War; 
Then don't think mean of Chaiſe-marine, 
"Tis Love's triumphant Car. 
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SONG CCCXXL. 
Feather'd Felicity. Written by Mr. Lemoine. 


1 milk-white Doves upon a Bough 
Sat courting t'other Day; 
Enraptur'd with each other's Vow, 

Time ſweetly ftole away. 


Foſt'ring Zephyrs gently blew, 
To fan their ſoft Deſires ; 

While Phæbus bright upon them threw 
The Warmth of heav'nly Fires. 


With Kiſſes ſweet the Male careſt 
The Pride of Nature's Art; . 
While ſhe, all Fondneſs, heav'd the Breaſt 
That clos'd a truth fraught Heart. 


No mundane Cares within them dwelt, | 
To gall the fleeting Hour : IM 

Both own'd the Happineſs they felt N 
Arole from Cupid s Pow'r. 


1 | 0 

SONG CCCXXIL A 

Currp's AR ROW. Sung at Vauxhall. St 
S Chle ply'd her Needle's Art, 

X A purple Drop the Spear T; 
Made from her heedleſs Finger fart, 

And from her Eyes a 'Tear. 

41 


Ah! might but Chloe, from her Smart, 
Be taught for mine to feel; 
Mine caus'd by Cupid's piercing Dart, Br 
More ſharp to me than Steel. * 
| en 
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Then J her Needle would adore, 
Love's Arrow it ſhould be; 


Endu'd with ſuch a ſubtle Pow 'r, 
To reach her Heart for me. 


'SONG CCCXXIL. 


THE MYRTLE AND Ros. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


T once I'm in thee with two Nymphs that 
are fair, 
And to Sweets in my Garden theſe Nymphs I 
compare; 
Nor can Shrub, nor can Bloſſom, be better than 
thoſe ; | 
And Jenny's my Myrtle, and Chloe's my Roſe, 


My Chl is fond all her Charms to diſplay ; 

With the Roſe in her Cheek, ſhe to all would be 
ay: 

On all paler Beauties ſhe looks Jown with Pride, 

And can bear not a Flow'ret to grow by her Side. 


She thinks not how quickly theſe Charms will 
expire, 

That with May they firſt came, and with Summer 
retire ; 

That Pride, fo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, | 

And Love, built on Beauty, can't hold with a 
Swain. 


But Jenny, my Myrtle, ne'er changes her F ace, 


No Seaſon nor Age can her Features diſplace; 
She 


r 
She covets no Praiſe, nor with Envy is ſtung, 
She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and young, 


Then, Chloe, T ſudden muſt make my Retreat, 
Thy Roſe is too blooming, too ſhort-liv'd and 
ſweet ; | | | 
But Jenny, thy Myrtle is laſting and green, 
And all the Vear thro' thou the ſame ſtill art ſeen. 


SOU MU. 
The Ho x ET-MO ON. 


S May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
So gay my Love did once appear; 
A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face, 
The Roſe and Lily flouriſh'd there: 
Thus, while th' Enjoyment was but young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create; 
Ambroſial Words dropp'd from her Tongue 
And am'rous Capids round did wait. 


But, as the Sun to Weſt declines, 
The eaſtern Sky does colder grow, 
And all his radiant Looks reſigns 
To the pale Moon that rules below ; 
So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 
My Chloe was all kind and gay; 
But when Poſſeſſion nipp'd that Flow'r, 
Her Charms, like Autumn, droop'd away. 


SONG 


wn. 


Wither, ye Plants—ye Flow'rets die! 
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SONG CCCXXV. 
A Scotch BALLAD. Sung at Marybone. | 


E verdant Woods, and cryſtal Streams, 
By whoſe enamell'd Side ; 
I ſhar'd the Sun's refreſhing Beams, 
While Tockey was my Guide: 
No more their Shades or Murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Slvia's love-fick Mind; 
No rural Streams can give me Eaſe, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Come, gloomy Eve, and veil the Sky 
With Clouds of darkeſt Hue; 


Unchear'd with balmy Dew. 
Ye wildly-warbling Birds, no more 
Your Songs can ſoothe my Mind; 
My Hours of Joy, alas! are o'er, 
Since Fockey proves unkind. 


Ill hie me to ſome dreary Grove, 
For fighing Sorrow made, 
Where nought but plaintive Strains of Love 
Reſound through ev'ry Shade; 
Where the ſad Turtle's melting Grief 
With Philomela's join'd, 
Alone ſhall yield my Heart Relief, 
Since Fockey proves unkind. 


Be warn'd by Sylvia's Fate, ye Maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft Deceit, 

Tho” Love's own Eloquence perſuades, 
"Tis all a FO rous Cheat. 


Fly 
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Fly quickly, fly the faithleſs Swain, , 
_ His treacherous Arts deſpiſe; | 4 
So ſhall you live exempt from Pain, 

While hapleſs Sy/v:a dies. 1 
SONG CCCXXVI. 8 
AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 

And fair the Lily of the Vale; f 

The Moon reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale; 3 | 

In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; 

But fairer is my Jabel. | 


Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſe,. 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May ; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ftray : 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel ; 
But ſweeter is my Jabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 
Fond is the Sky-lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Warblers all: 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But fonder I of Jabel. 


SONG CCCXXVIL 


Colin anD PHEBE, 


Sung at Ranelagh. 
HERE the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Cowſlips adorn the gay Green, 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene ; 


In 
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in a Cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and Phebe the fair; ; 
The Bleflings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare ; | | 
And the Lads and the Laſſes, that 1 on the 
Plain, 
Sing in Praiſe of fair Phebe, and Colin her Swain, 


The Sweets of Contentment ſupply | 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride; 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride; 
He wiſhes no greater Delight 
Than to tend on the Lambkins by Os, 
And return to his Phebe at Night, | 
His innocent Toil to repay ; 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in Hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin who lives in the Dale. 


If delighted her Lover appears, 
The Fair-one partakes of his Bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his Cares, 
And heals all his Pains with a Kiſs; 
She deſpiſes the artful Deceit 
That is practis'd in City and Court; 
Thinks Happineſs no where compleat, 
But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort : 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they are kind as Phebe the fair. | 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent Fair-one betray, _ 

No longer be faithleſs in Love, 

The Dictates of Honour obey ; 


1 


Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleft, * 5 
With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, T 


Will dignify thoſe of the Face; 
And ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 
Like Colin be conſtant, like Phebe be kind. 


SONG CCCXXVII. 


HERE is Pleaſure ? tell me where; 
What can touch my Soul with Joy ? 
All around this ſpacious Sphere, 
Let my Mule her Search employ. 
Honour, let thy Chariot roll, 
Deck'd with Titles, pageant Arms, 
Thou may'ſt pleaſe th* ambitious Soul; = 
But for me thou haſt no Charms. | 


Wealth, thy ſhining Stores produce, w 
Heap'd in golden Mountains riſe, 
Thee let ſenſeleſs Miſers chuſe, N 
Thou canſt ne'er allure mine Eyes: | 
Only Delia, lovely Fair! w 
Can the precious Boon beſtow; | 
Give me, ye Pow'rs, O give me her! N 
She is all I aſk below. © 
SONG . CCCXXIXK. i; WA 


OUD you the charming Queen of Love Ne 

Invite with you to dwell, 

No Want your Poverty ſhou'd prove. I. 
No State your Riches tell: 4 


Both | 


th 
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Both her and Happineſs to hold, 
A middle State muſt pleaſe ; 


They ſhun the Houſe that ſhines with Gold, 


And that which ſhines with Greaſe, 


SON G CCOXXX, 
| Sung at Vauxhall, | 
9 Thyrſfis, ye Shepherds, is gone; 


L look all around for the Swain: 
He's fled, and Joy with him is flown; 
He leaves me to Sorrow and Pain. 
Where is it I madly wou'd rove? 
Can ye tell me what's left worth my Stay ? 
Too late I perceive it was Love 
All the while led my Fancy aſtray, _ 


What avails if I tarry behind, | 
Now my Heart he has ſtole quite away? 
No Comfort on Earth ſhall I find, 
No Reſt or by Night or by Day. 5 
When he ſung, oh! I liſten'd with Glee : 
When he ſmil'd, how I languiſh'd and figh'd ! 
Ne'er thought I the Moment to ſee, 
Than to ſee I cou'd wiſh to have died, 


But who is it comes o'er the Green? 
"Tis Thyrfis, the dear, wiſh'd-for Youth ; 
Not Death e'er ſhall part us, I ween, 
For than Death is much ſtronger his Truth, 
The Muſe ſaw them meet in the Grove; 
Saw the Maid and the Shepherd all bleſt: 
He vow'd to be true to his Love ; 
She dares not to whiſper the reſt, 
| 0 SONG 
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SONG cecxxxl. 


The PAR TIN C. 


HE riſing Sun thro' all the Grove 
Diffus'd a gladſome Ray; 

My Lucy {imil'd, and talk'd of Love, 
And ev'ry Thing look'd gay: 

But oh! the fatal Hour was come 
That forc'd me from my Dear; 

My Lucy then, through Grief was dumb, 
Or ſpoke but by a Tear. 


Now far from her and Blifs I roam, 
All Nature wears a Change ; 3 
The azure Sky ſeems wrapt in Gloom, 
And ev'ry Place looks ſtrange: | 
'Thoſe flow'ry Fields, this verdant Scene, 
Von Larks that tow'ring ſing, | 
With ſad Contraſt increaſe my Spleen, 
And make me  loath the Spring. 


My Books, that wont to ſoothe my Mind, 
No longer now can pleaſe; 1 
There only thoſe Amuſements find 
That have a Mind at Eaſe: 
Nay, Life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 
From Lacy whilſt I ſtray ; 
Sick of the World, I muſe alone, 
Ang ach the live-long Day. 
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8 O0 NG Ccxxx!i.. 1 
Written by the Earl of Dorſet. | l 

-- ET the Ambitious Favour find 1 
In Courts and empty Noiſe, 1 
Whilſt greater Love does fill my Mind U 
With filent real Joys. | 


1 * * * 
. 


Let Fools and Knaves grow rich and great 
And the World think 'em wiſe, 

Whilſt I lie dying at her Feet, 
And all that World deſpiſe. 


Leet conquering Kings new Trophies raiſe, 
And melt in court Delights, 
Her Eyes can give me brighter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SONG CCCXXXIL 


E all to conquering Beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing Power admire; | 
But I ne'er Ro a Face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire: 
Now I may ſay I've met with one 
Amazes all Mankind ; 
And, like Men gazing on the Sun, 
With too much Light am blind, 


Soft as the tender moving Sighs, 
When longing Lovers meet ; 
Like the divining Prophets wiſe, 
| Like new-blown Roſes ſweet ; 
NO O 2 Miodeſt, 
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Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy Night a Bride; 


A Mien like awful Majeſty, 
And yet no Spark of Pride. 


The Patriarch, to win a Wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful, and young, 

Serv'd fourteen Years a painful Life, 
And never thought it long: 

Ah! were you to reward ſuch Care, 
And Life ſo long would ſtay, 

Not fourteen, but four hundred Years, 
Would ſeem but as one Day. 


SONG CCCXXXIV. 
The RIVA I. 


F all the Torment, all the Care, 
By which our Lives are curſt, 
Of all the Sorrows that we bear, 
A Rival is the worſt. | 
By Partners in another kind 
Afflictions eaſier grow, 
In Love alone we hate to find 1 
Companions in our Woe. 


Sylvia, for all the Griefs you ſee B 
Ariſing in my Breaft, 

I beg not that you'd pity me, 
Would you but ſlight the reſt. 

Howe'er ſevere your Rigours are, 
Alone with them I'd cope, 

I can endure my own Deſpair, 


But not another's Hope. 


SO NC 


N 
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SONG CCCXXXV. 


FT on the troubled Ocean's Face 
Loud ſtormy Winds arile ; 


The murmuring Surges ſwell apace, 


And Clouds obſcure the Skies ; 


But when the Tempeſt's Rage 1s ver, 
Soft Breezes ſmooth the Main ; 


The Billows ceaſe to laſh the Shore, 


And all is calm again. 


Not ſo in fond and amorous Souls 
If tyrant Love once reigns, 


There one eternal Tempeſt rolls 


And yields unceaſing Pains, 


SONG CCCXXXVI. 


1 hs; E Graces and the wandering Loves 


Are fled to diſtant Plains, 


To chace the Fawns, or in the Groves 


To wound admiring Swains : 


With their bright Miſtreſs there they ſtray, 


Who turns her careleſs Eyes 


From daily victories ; yet each Day 
Beholds new Triumphs in her Way, 


And conquers as ſhe flies, 


But ſee! implor'd by moving Prayers | 


To change the Lover's Pain 


Venus her harnef d Doves prepares, 


And brings the Fair again. 
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Proud Mortals who this Maid purſue, 
Think yeu ſhell e'er reſign? 
Ceaſe, Fools, your Wiſhes to renew, 
Till ſhe grows Fleſh and Blood like you, 
Or you like her divine. | 


SONG CCCXXXVII. 


TB Viet or Mar, 
Written by Mr. Nicholls. 
OW ſweet is the Bloom on the Spray, 
How ſoft from the Weſt blows the Gale 
Now, charm'd with the Nightingale's Lay, 
The Villagers haſte to the Dale! 


Bright Dian, who ſilver'ſt the Lawn, 
I'm come with the Shepherds to ftray, 
Till your Beauty's eclips'd by the Dawn, 
A Tribute that's due to the May. 


May no wat'ry Cloud hide thy Face, 

For Phebe will join the gay Throng; 
E'en now they are flocking apace, 

Hark! the Tabor, and Corydon's Song! 


Ah! how the ſhrill Pipe ftrikes my Ear! 
How ſweetly it trills with the Lay; 
I with my dear Phebe was here, 
We'd haſten to welcome the May. 


She ſurely will be on the Plain ! 
She promis'd, ere this, to be here; 
Theſe Pleaſures but ficken and pain, 
Till the Mate of my Boſom is near. 
| | When 
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When I but a Moment delay'd, 


' She frown'd, and upbraided her Swain; 
Sure ſomething's befall'n the dear Maid ! 
I die till I fee her again. 


Ah! how my poor Boſom's DENT [ 
But the F air-one, who trips yonder Stile, 
Has now ev'ry Terror diſarm'd; 


"Tis Phebe - ſhe comes with a Emile | 


But why do I keep from her Arms! 
I'll fly and ſalute her with Glee; 

To my Sheep has the Clover leſs Charms, 
Than the Taſte of her Kiſſes to me. 


s ON G - CCOXYXVIE. 
Mritien by Mr. MavoR. 
OME, deareſt Nancy / bleſs my Eyes, 
And ſtop the flowing Tear; 


In you alone the Magic lies, 
To animate and chear, 


Not half ſo ſweet the Flow'rs diſplay 

Their variegated Hue ; 

Not all the Bloom of ſmiling May 
Can charm ſo much as you. 


Where'er you tread, the Warblers ſweet 
Melodious fill the Grove; 

And ſmiling Nature ſeems to greet 
The Preſence of my Love, 


But blaſted ev'ry Flow'r appears, 
When you forſake theſe Plains; 
No Grove the feather'd Songiter chears, 


In ſweet mellifluous Strains. 
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Come, deareſt Nancy / come, 405 ſtay! 
From you my Joys ariſe; 

Your Face gives Brightneſs to the Day, 
And Luſtre to the Skies. 


For you] ſigh, and waſte my Prime; 
Then haſte, and let us prove, 

That rolling Vears, and fleeting Time, 
A far too ſhort for love. 


SONG CCCXXXIX. 


ELL me, Delia, charming Fair, 
Why I hope, or why deſpair ? 
Why I'm bleſt when thou art by, 
Or whilſt abſent ſteals the Sigh ? 
Eaſe my Breaſt, my Doubts remove; 
Is ic Friendſhip ? 1s it Love? 


Friendſhip's Privilege I claim, 
But I fear the Lover's Name; 

Age and Fortune both conſpire 
To ſuppreſs each fond Heſire; 
Reaſon too, (but Reaſon's vain) 
Bids me be myſelf again. 


Still I firuggle, ſtill purſue 

Reſtlets Cares, and all for you : 

Then tell me, Delia, lovely Fair, 
Why I hope, or why deſpair ? 

Thou can'it each fond Doubt remove; 
Is it Friendſhip ? 1s it Love ? 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXL. 
Taz Abvicz. Sung at Vauxhall. 


E Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 
With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; | 
Who hope the mutual Bliſs to prove, 
That crowns the Nuptial Vow : 
Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon lent, 
Oh! view your Lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe: 
Nor truſt the F OP, tho? piteous Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him nearly; | 
His own ſweet Charms too much he'II prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly. 


But when with ev 'ry manly Grace, 
A Youth of Soul refin'd, _ 
Who, doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind: 
When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, 
Ohl! yield your Hand ſincerely ; | 
And you'll Jove him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 
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SONG CCCXLE. 


Fanny of THe DALE. 


Written by Mr. Cunningham. 


ET the declining, damaſk Roſe, 
. With envious Grief look pale; 


The Summer Bloom more freely glows | 
In Fanny of the Dale. | 


Is there a Sweet that decks the Field, 
Or ſcents the Morning Gale, 
Can ſuch a vernal Fragrance yield, 


As Fanny of the Dale ? 


The painted Belles, at 8 rever'd, 
Look lifelefs, cold, and ſtale: 

How faint their Beauties, when 8 | 
With Fanny of the Dale! | 


The Willow binds Paftora's Brows, 
Her fond Advances fail : 
For Damon pours his warmeſt Vows 


To Fanny of the Dale. 


Might honeſt Truth, at laſt, ſucceed, 
And artleſs Love prevail; 
Thrice happy cou'd he tune his Reed 
With F -= of the Dale! 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXLIL 
MuTvual Love. Written by Mr. Nicholls. 


HERE the blithe Bee her Honey fips, 
VY In Cowilip Dale, in VYlet Shade; 
Dear Chlce, there I've kiſs'd thy Lips, 
While no rude Eye my Bliſs ſurvey'd. 


Kiſs, Love! (you cry'd;) more Kiſſes give 
Thy Chloe's Pleafure fill increaſe : 

O could our Bloom for ever live, 
I'd never bid my Damon ceaſe. 


The Tongue that ſpoke your Shepherd bleſs'd : 
What Mortal could reſiſt ſuch Charms! | 
Thy Boſom to my Heart I preſs'd, 
And, panting, dy'd in Chloe's Arms. 


8 O NG CCCXLIUL 
Dar nNE. Vritten Ey Mr. Cunningham. 


\ T © longer, Daphne, I admire 
The Graces in thine Eyes; 

Continu'd Coyneſs kills Deſire, 

And famiſh'd Paſſion dies. | 
Three tedious Years I've ſigh'd in vain, 

Nor could my Vows prevail; 
With all the Rigours of Diſdain, 

Vou ſcorn'd my amorous Tale. 


When Cella cry'd, How ſenſeleſs ſhe, 
That has ſuch Vows refus'd ; 

Had Dqmon given his Heart to me, 
It had been * us d. 
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The Man's a Fool that pines and dies, 
Becauſe a Woman's coy : 


The gentle Bliſs that one denies, 
A thouſand will enjoy. 


Such charming Words, ſo void of Art, | 
Surprizing Rapture gave ; 

And tho' the Maid ſubdu'd my Heart, 
It ceas'd to be a Slave, 

A Wretch condemn'd, ſhall Daphne prove; 
While bleſt without Reſtraint, | 

In the ſweet Calendar of Love 
My Celia ſtands—a Saint. 


SON G CCCALIV. 


Par = T O 81 b, 


Written by Miſs Biggerſtaff. 


HY will you plague me with your Pain 2 ? 
You know ſuch Nonſenſe I diſdain ! 


Your Paſſion, Anguiſh, Tears, and Sighs, 
And all ſuch Folly, I deſpiſe. 

If I but frown, you ſay, you die; 

Sure Frowns can never hurt a Fly : 

But fince my Smiles ſuch n prove, 
I'll ever ſmile at you and Love. 


Vou ſay that J am all divine, | 
My Eyes the brighteſt Stars outſhine ; 
And I 2 Charms have ſuch a Store, 
As never Girl poſſeſs'd before; 
And when Jam as mad as you, 

I may believe it to be true; - 
But never, till that Time ſhall be; 
Let me hear more of Love or thee, 


SONG 
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' $ONG CCCXLV. 
Written by Mr. W—LL—s, 


7ITH Phillis how oft have I ſtray'd, | 
O'er Hill, Dale, and in the green Grove! 1 
How pleas'd to attend the ſweet Maid ! 
To tell her how fondly J love. 


My Phillis ſuch Charms does impart, 
Such Beauties diſplay to the View! 
From me ſhe has ftolen a Heart ; 

A Heart that will ever prove true. 


She lends a kind Ear to my Tale; 
With Smiles ſhe my Toil does nee 5 


And when I my Paſſion reveal, 


Her Looks fully ſpeak her Regard. 


What Mortal more happy can be! 
What Cares can my Boſom alarm! 


Whilſt Phiilis, dear Girl, is fo free; 
Poſſeſſing each Power to charm. 


But ſhould ſhe e'er ſlight her fond Swain, 
And leave me her Loſs to deplore, 

Then, Lethe, relieve me from Pain, 
And let me not think of her more. 


Not think of her . as I ſay ? 
How vain ſuch an Effort —— prove! 


For, long as I live, I each Day 
Mutt think of her Charms, and ſtill Iove. 
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8s ON G CCCXLVI. 


H! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant Beauty could beget 
No Happineſs nor Pain! 
When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
I little thought that riſing Fire 
Would take my Reſt away. 


Vour Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay 
As Metals in a Mine ; 
Age from no Face takes more away 
Than Youth conceal'd in thine : 
But as your Charms inſenſibly 
To their Perfection preſt, 
So Love, as unperceiv'd, did fly, 
And center'd in my Breaft, 


My Paſſion with your Beauty grew. 
While Capid, at my Heart, 

Still as his Mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming Dart; 

Each gloried in their wanton Part; 
To make a Beauty, ſhe 

. Employ'd the utmoſt of her Art; 

To make a Lover, he. 
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s ON G cœcx lvln. 
The BEER. Written by Mr. NIoHOILS. 


EE Philliael, that buſy Bee, ; 
How ſwift ſhe ſcuds from Free A 
To kiſs the ſweeteſt Flow'r! 
Thus all the Day ſhe loves to roam, 
At Eve ſhe ſeeks her ruſtic Home, 
And hives a precious Store. 


*Gainft hoary Winter binds the Green, 
When not a Bud or Bloſſom's ſeen 
To tempt her vagrant Wing ; 
Contented with her prudent Store 
She dwells, nor ſeeks the Meadows more 
Till Flora gives the Spring. 


Not ſo the Drone; in ons Haunts 
Fe juſt ſupplies his preſent Wants, 
Unmindla Jof the Hour | 
When black December's chillin 
Shall mock his timely want arr Care, 
And numb each vital Pow'r. 


Fen fo the Youth, who choughtlef throws 
Away what Providence beſtows, 
Soon feels the Hand of Need; 
| Whilſt thoſe who carefully increaſe, 
Find, like the Bee, in Winter W 
And Pleaſures fair ſucceed. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXLVIII. 
Written by the Rev. Dr. DE La Co u A | 
Occaſioned by ſecing a Lady in an oppoſite Window, 


HILST on forbidden Fruit 1 gaze, 
\ \ And look my Heart away; 

Behold my Star of Venus blaze, 

And riſe upon the Day: 
Fair as the purple-bluſhing Hours, 

That paint the Morning-eye ; 
Or Cheek of Evening after Show'rs, 

That fluſh the weſtern Sky. 


I ſend a Sigh with ev'ry Glance, 

And drop a ſofter Tear; 

Hard Fate, no farther to advance, 
And yet to be ſo near: | 

So Maſes, from fair Fy/ga's Height, 
The Land of Canaan ey'd ; | 

Survey'd the Region of Delight, 
He ſaw, came down, and dy'd. 


S ON G CCCXLIX. 
Tus CauUuT10ON. 


HILIR A's Charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for billing! 
When, lo! the Nymph the Swain forſook, 
To ſhew her Pow'r of killing: 
In either Eye ſhe ſheath'd a Dart ; 
He felt it, never doubt him: 
 Odzooks! a Man were through the Heart, 
Ere he cou'd look about him, 1 
- | | But , 


ut 


1 


But mark the End, with Scythe ſo ſharp 
Time o'er the Forehead ſtruck her, 

And all her Charms began to warp; 
Then ſhe was in a Pucker: _ 


She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her Time ſhe paſs'd no better; 


Yet ftill had Hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 


Some comely Swain might get her. 


Philira, ev'ry Lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous Trial; | 

But each with Scorn her Warmnels treats ; 
Each frowns in cold Denial. 

Coquettes, take Warning; change your Tune, 
This woeful Caſe remember: 


The Bedfellow you ſlight in June, 


You'll wiſh for in December. | 


' $ONG CCCL. 
Sung at VAUXHALL. 


Like the Man whoſe ſoaring Soul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 
Whoſe Paſſions act beneath Controul, 
With Love and Honour join'd. 
The Oak, by Woodbines on the Plain, 
Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 8 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its Reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs d. 


The frothy Sons of Vice and Show, 
Like Shadows, and like Noiſe, 
Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 
That ſober Senſe enjoys; 
But 
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But pure and conftant Love endears, 
And feaſts both Ear and Sight, 

While ev'ry Thing that Virtue fears 
Can give no true Delight. 6 


'$SONG CCCLL. 
Ox THE AzsENnCE of Mar. 


Written by Mr. Cunningham. 


HE Rooks in the neighbouring Grove 
1 For Shelter cry all the long Day; 
Their Huts, in the Branches above, 
Are cover'd no longer by May. 
The Birds that fo cheerfully ſang, | 
Are ſilent, or plaintive each Tone, 
And as they chirp low to their Young, 
The Want of their Goddeſs bemoan. 


No Daiſies on Carpets of Green, 

O'er Nature's cold Boſom are ſpread ; | 
Not a Sweet-brier Sprig can be ſeen 
Io turnifh freſh Wreaths for my Head: 

Some Flow'rs indeed may be found, | 

But theſe neither blooming nor gay ; 
The faireſt ſtill fleep in the Ground, 

And wait for the coming of May. 


December perhaps has purloin'd | 
Her rich, though fantaſtical Gear, 
With Envy the Months may have join'd, 
And joitled her out of the Year. 
Some Shepherds, *tis true, may repine 
To ſee their lov'd Gardens undreſt, 
But I, while my Phillida's mine, 
Shall always have May in my Breaſt. 
. | SONG 


1 
8s ON G CCC. 


ERH APS it is not Love, ſaid I, 
P That melts my Soul when Flawza's nigh : 
Where Wit and Senſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The Beauties of her poliſn'd Mind, 
It needs no Lover's Eye to find; 
The Hermit freezing in his Cell 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not Love——averſe to bear 
The ſervile Chain that Lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my Fears remove, 

My Doubts diſpel— it is not Love X 


Oh ! when did Wit ſo bri ghily ſhine 
In any Form leſs fair than . 
It is—it is Love's ſubtle Fire, 
And under Friendſhip lurks Deſire. 


$ONG ccm. | 
The ConsenT. Written by Mr. Cunningham. 


Is the Birth-day of Phillis, hark how the 
Birds ſing, 
Their Notes are remarkably free 2 
The Villagers brought all the — of Spring, 
And icatter'd their Pride at her Feet. 
With Ribbands and Roſes her Lambkins are 
crown*d, 
Awhile they "eſpe&tfully ſtand, 
Then o'er the green Lawn with a F rolic they lend, 
But firſt take a * from her Hand. 


Mon gft | 
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„ 
Mongſt Shepherds in all the gay Round of the 


2 Year, 

1 This, this is their principal Day; 

it It gave Phillis birth, and pray what can appear 
1 More lovely, more pleaſingly gay? 

| Hark, hark ! how the Tabor enlivens the Scene, 

Ye Lads with your Laſſes advance; 

*Tis charming to ſport on a daiſy-dreſs'd Green, 

And Ph:llis ſhall lead up the Dance. 


The Sun, (and he ſhines in his brighteſt Array, 
As if on this Feſtival proud ) 
In order to give us a beautiful Day, 
— Has baniſh'd each travelling Cloud: | 
 'ThePrieſt paſs'd along, and my Shepherdeſs figh'd, 
Sweet Phillis ! I knew what ſhe meant: 
We ſtole from the Paſtimes, I made her my Bride; 
Her Sigh was the Sigh of Conſent. 


SONG CCCLIV. 
Sung at VAUXHALL. 


See it, Mira, know it well, 
That Love has reach'd your Heart 
For what your Tongue denies to tell, 

- Your willing Eyes impart. 
When Damon wreſtles on the Green, 
Your Looks your Paſſion prove, 

For in your Eyes 1s plainly ſeen 
The partial Joy of Love. 


When Sukey gave her lily Hand 
To Damon of the Vale, 
Say, could you then your Fears command? 
Did not your Cheeks turn pale? 
1 Ceaſe 


he 


| Ceaſe then, dear Maid, to teize the Youth, 


And wander'd all its Pleaſures thro', 


Sometimes I try'd the jovial Throng, 
Sometimes the female Train an 

To chace her Form away : | 
The jovial Throng is noiſy, rude, - 
Nor other Females dare intrude, 


Where Harriot bears the Sway. 


\ 
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But plainly own your Flame; 
For Love conſiſts of honeſt Truth, 
And will itſelf proclaim. 


S 0 N 1 CCCLv. 
TRE FRUITLESs ExDEAVOUR., 


HEN gentle e firſt J ſaw, 
Struck with a reverential Awe, 
I felt my Boſom mov'd: 
Her eaſy Shape, her charming Face 
She ſmil'd, and talk'd with ſo much Grace; ; 
I gaz'd, admir'd, and lov'd. 


Up to the buſy Town I flew, 
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In Hopes to eaſe my Care : 
The buſy Town but mocks my Pain, 
Its gayeſt Pleaſures all are vain, | 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


The Labours of the learned Sage, 

The comic Clamour of the Stage, 
By Turns my Time employ ; 

I reliſh not the Sage's Lore, 

The Stage's Humours pleaſe no more, 
For Harriot's all my Joy. 


Since, 
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Since, then, nor Art nor Learning can, 
Nor Company of Maid or Man, 
For want of thee atone ; 
O come, with all thy conqu'ring Charms, 
O come, and take me to thy Arms, 
For thou art all in one. 


SUNG TCLCLYE 
re VAI R. 
Written by the Duke of Doxs ET. 

"7 HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
"WY Where Arno rolls his filver Stream, 
How blithe the Nymphs, the Swains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: 

The Birds in liveher Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Claſters hung ; - 


All look'd as Joy could never fail 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon died, 

The Chief of Shepherds, and their Pride, 
Now 4rno's Sons mult all give Place 

To northern Men, an iron Race: 

The Taſte of Pleaſure now is oer; 
Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the Sweets of 4{rno's Vale! 


SONG CCCLVI. 


HILLIS, the Goddeſs of the Plain, 

Admir'd by ev'ry youthful Swain, 
Who us'd to laugh at Capid's Dart, 
And. ſcorn each captivated Heart ; 


To 
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To Strephon now hath giv'n her own, 
And ſilent doth its Loſs bemoan. 


Tho' now tis paſt, there was a Time, 
When TI lov'd her, as ſhe loves him: 

But when J knelt and told my Pain, 
With Frowns ſhe ſent me back again, 
And told me each returning Day, 

Wou'd help to wear the Chains away. 


Since now, dear Phillis, thou art caught, 
Pray uſe the Precepts you have taught; 
Convince me that your Charms decay, 
As each new Hour rolls away; 

Then I your Dictates will purſue, 

And die content as well as you. 


SONG CCCLVIIL. 


ENT LV touch the warbling Lyre, 
Cloe ſeems inclin'd to Reſt; 
Fill her Soul with fond Defire, 

Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt. 
Pleaſing Dreams aſſiſt in Love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant Velvet - bed) 
Beauteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head. 
Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 
And indulging Whiſpers ſound. 


\ 


SONG 


Li 
SONG CCCLIX. 


ENT L fiir and blow the Fire, 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt: 
Get me, quick, *tis my Deſire, 
In the Dripping-pan a Toaſt, 
That my Hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the Meat I love. 


On the Dreſſer ſee it lie 
O the charming White and Red! 
Finer Meat ne'er met my Eyes, 
On the ſweeteſt Graſs it fed: 
Swiftly -make the Jack go round, 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the Table ſpread the Cloth, 
Let the Knives be ſharp and clean ; 
Pickles get of ev'ry Sort, | 
And a Sallad criſp and green: 
Then with ſmall Beer, and ſparkling Wine, 
O! ye Gods! how I ſhall dine. 


$ONG CCCIX. 


ELL my Strephon that I die; 
Let Echoes to each other tell, 
Till the mournful Accents fly 
To Strepbhon's Ear, and all is well. 


But gently breathe the fatal 'Truth, 
And ſoften every harſher Sound, 
For Strephon's ſuch a tender Youth, 
The ſofteſt Words too deep will wound. 


Nov 
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Now Fountains, Echoes, all be dumb ; 
For ſhould I coſt my Swain a Tear, 
I ſhould repent it in my Tomb, 
And grievel bought my Reſt fo dear. 


SONG CCCLXI. 


HO? cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſel am true; 
Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe Swain, 
Who has other Nymphs in his View. 


Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heaven *twould be! 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, 
But, ah! you're an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Haſte, 

_ To them for ever could grow; 

Still clinging around that dear Waiſt, 
Which he ſpans as befide him you go. 


That Arm, like a Lily ſo white, 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 

My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they could preſs it all Day. 


Were I like a Monarch to reign, 
Were Graces my Subjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 

To dwell in a Cottage with thee, 


But if I muſt feel your Diſdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown ; 
Oh! let me not live in this Pain, 
But give me my Death in aFrown. 


_ FF SONG 
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SONG CCCLXIL 


E little Loves that round her wait, 
To bring me Tidings of my Fate, 
As Celia on her Pillow hes, 
Ah! gently e Orex ies. 


If this will not her Pity move, 
And the proud Fair diſdains to love, 


Smile and ſay, Tis all a Lye, 
And haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. 


SONG CCCLXIIN. 
Written by the Earl of Rocheſter, | 


LL my paſt Life is mine no more, 
'The flying Hours are gone; 
Like tranſitory Dreams given o'er, 
Whoſe Images are kept in ſtore 
By memory alone. . 


The Time that is to come, is not; 


How, then, can it be mine? 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 
And that, as faſt as 1t 1s got, 

— Phillis, is only thine. 


Then' talk not of Inconſtancy, 
Falſe Hearts, and broken Vows; 3 

If I, by Miracle, can be 

This live-long Minute true to thee, | 
Tis all that Heaven allows. 


| | i 4s Þ 


SONG CCCLXIV. 
Written by Mr. 'Tomlins, 


LES'T be the Man whoſe Boſom beats 
B To hear the anxious Tale of Woe, 
Whoſe gen'rous Heart with Pity melts, 

And bids the tender 'Tear to flow : 


Whoſe bounteous Hand has wip'd the Dew 
From Poverty's afflicted Cheek; 

Whoſe Search Misfortune's Haunt has found, 
And eas'd Diſtreſs that fear d to ſpeak, 


When he to Fate reſigns his Breath, 
Regretted and rever'd by all, 

Then oft, full oft, upon his Tomb, 
The Tear of Gratitude ſhall fall. 


SONG CCCLXV. 


UPID, inſtru an amorous Swain 
Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain, 
To common Youths unknown: 

To talk of Sighs, and Flames, and Darts, 
Of bleeding Wounds, and burning Hearts, 
Are Methods vulgar grown. 


What need'ſt thou tell! (the God reply'd) 
That Love the Shepherd cannot hide, 
The Nymph will quickly find; 
When Phebus does his Beams diſplay, 
To tell Men gravely that *tis Day, 
Is to ſuppoſe them blind. | 


VN GB. -P: 3 | SONG 
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SONG CCCLXVI. 


HY, Celia, ſhould you ſo much ſtrive 
Your kindling Paſhon to conceal ? 
Your Lips, tho' they Denial give, 
Vet all your actions Love reveal. 


In vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas! 
The charming Paſſion to diſguiſe; ; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 
And ſparkles in your ſwimming Eyes. 


Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 
Still contradict whate'er you ſay; 


And tho? your Lips deny the Smart, 


Your Eyes are more believ'd than they. 


SONG CCCLXVII. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, 
Or lov'd a fairer She; 
Would you with eaſe at once be cur'd 
Of all the Ills you've long eadur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


If then you think that I can find 

A Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears; 

But if impartial you will prove 

To your own Beauty, or my Love, 
How needleſs are your 'Tears ! 


FT a9 1] 


If in my Way I ſhould by chance 

Receive or give a wanton Glance, 
I like but while I view; 

How ſlight the Glance, how faint the Kit, 

Compar d to that ſubſtantial Bliſs 
Which J receive from you! 


With wanton Flight the curious Bee 

From Flower to Flower ſtill wanders free, 
And where each Bloſſom blows, 

Extracts the Juice from all he meets; 

But, for his Quinteſſence of en 
He raviſhes the Roſe. 


So, my fond Fancy to employ 
On each Variety of Joy, 
From Nymph to Nymph I roam ; 
Perhaps ſee fifty in a Pay; 
Theſe are but Viſits that I pay, 
For Chloe is my Home. 


SONG CCCLXVII. 
TELLA and Flavia ev'ry Hour 


Do various Hearts ſurpriſe! - 
In Stella's Soul hes all her Pow'r, 
And Flawia's in her Eyes! 


Like Britain's Monarch, Stella reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands! 
Like eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 
- To rule o'er barren Sands. 


More boundleſs Flawia's Conqueſts are, 
And Szella's more confin'd ; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 


But few a beauteous Mind! 
| 1 T4 Then 
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Then boaſt, vain Flavia! boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's ſlender Store! 

Thy Charms will every Day decreaſe, 
Each Day give Stella more, 


SONG CCCLXIX. 


Tar MipsuUummMER WIS E. 


Written by Dr. Croxall. 


AFT me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Vindſor's ſhady, kind Retreat; 
Where ſylvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the raging Dog-ftar's Heat: 
Where tufted Graſs, and moſly Beds, 
Afford a rural, calm Repoſe ; 
Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays, 

His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro” the flow'ry Meadows ſtrays : 

His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty ſwell ; 

Where'er his purer Streams are ſeen, 


The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell, 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave, 
With naked Arms once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And cut the gently-rolling Tide. 
Lay me with damaſk Roſes crown'd 
Beneath ſome Oſier's duſky Shade; 
Where Water-lilies deck the Ground, 
And bubbling Springs refreſn the m— 
| et 
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Let dear Lucinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle ſlightly dreſt: 
Ve Nymphs, bind up her flowing Hair; 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt. 
O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love! 


To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 


And warble through the vocal Grove. 


SK 


ARK, Daphne, from the Hawthorn- buſh 
The ſpotted Finches ſing; 


In artleſs Notes the merry Thruſn 


Salutes the blooming Spring: 
On verdant Bed the Vi'let lies, 

To woo the weſtern Gale; 
While tow'ring Lilies meet our Eyes, 

Like Love-ſick Virgins pale. 


The Rill that guſhes o'er the Shore, 


Winds murm'ring thro? the Glade 
So Heart-ſtruck T hyr/zs tells his Moan, 
To win his clay-cold Maid: 
The golden Sun in freſh Array, 
Flames forward on the Sphere; 
Around the May- pole Shepherds play, 
To hail the flow'ry Year. 


Say, ſhall we taſte the breezy Air, 
Or wander thro? the Grove; 

There talk of Sylwvia's wild Deſpair, 
The Prey of lawleſs Love? 

Ah, no! ſhe cries ; o'er Sylv:ia's Fall 
Exult not, tho' *twas juſt ; 


Dafh not the Sinner's Name with Gall, 


Nor triumph o'er her Duſt. 
| | P 4 a True 
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True Virtue ſcorns to fling the Dart, | W 
Herſelf above all Fear; | 
When Juſtice ſtings the guilty 8 A 


She drops the gen'rous Tear: 
Then own, ye Nymphs, this godlike Truth 
Is on your Hearts impreſt ; * 
On brighteſt Patterns form your Youth, | 
And be for ever bleſt. V 
A 


SONG CœcLxXXI. 


E Woods and ye Mountains unknown, 
Beneath whoſe pale Shadows I ftray ; 

To the Breaſt of my Charmer alone, 

Theſe Sighs bid ſweet Echoes convey :; 
Wherever he penſively leans, : 

By Fountain, or Hill, or in Grove; 
His Heart will explain what ſhe means, 

Who ſings both from Sorrow and Love. 


More ſoft than the Nightingale's Song, 
Oh! waft the fad Sound to his Ear; 
Or ſay, tho? divided ſo long, \ 

The Friend of his Boſom is near: 
Then tell him what Vears of Delight, 

Then tell him what Ages of Pain, 
J felt while I liv'd in his Sight; 

I fee] till I ſee him again. 


T 


SONG cecLxXXI. 


A Scotch Ballad. Sung at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Fockey ſought my Heart to win, 
And woo'd as Lovers wco; 
I, vers'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maidens do: | 
| Whate'er 


1 


Whate'er he'd ach. whate'er he'd vow, 
Pd ftudy to be ſhy at; £ 

And when he preſs'd his Fate to know: 

"Twas, Pr'ythee, Fool be quiet. 


Month after Month, of am'rous Pain 
He made a mighty Fuls ; 

Why if, you know, one loves a Swain, 

Tis wrong to ſay one does: 

He told me Paſſion could not live 

Without more pleaſing Diet; 

And pray what Anſwer could ] give, 
But, Pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet? 


At length he made a bold Eſſay, 
And like a Man he cry'd, 

Thy Hand, my Dear, this very Day 
Shall Celia be my Bride: | 
Convinc'd he would have teiz'd me ſtill, 

I could not well deny it; 
And now, believe me, when I will, 
I make the Fool be quiet. 


S ONO CCCEXXUL. 
S Celia in her Garden AY: 


Secure, nor dream'd of enki 3 


A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm. 


The curious Inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting Bloom; 


But with a thouſand Sweets in View, . 


It found a ſudden Doom. 


* ] 
Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 
The . little Thing; 


But firſt her ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſurprize, 

Once be injurious found: 

Not fo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 


Oh! would the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, | 
And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires with endleſs Love ! 


SON G CCCLXXIV. 


BSERVE the Roſe- bud ere it blows, 
While the Dawn glimmers o'er the Sky, 
Obſerve its ſilken Leaves unfold, 
As fond of Day's majeſtic Eye! 


At Noon, more bold, in fulleſt Bloom, 
It ſpreads a Gale of Sweets around ; 
At Eve it mourns the ſetting Sun, 
And ſheds its Honour on the Ground, 


So Beauty's. baſhful Bud appears, 
So bluſhes in the Eye of Praiſe ; 

So ripens in the Noon of Life, 
And wither'd ſo in Age decays. 


Time 15s the Canker-worm of Youth, 

It bites the Bloſſom as it grows, 
It blaſts the Flow'r that blooms at full, 
And rudely ſheds the falling Roſe, 5 
* * : / ; iF . . ee, ; 
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See, Beauty, ſee! how Love and Joy 
On Youth's light Pinions haſte away 
How ſwift the Moments glide along, 

And Age advances with Delay! 


Now, Beauty, crop the Roſe-bud now, 
And catch the Eſſence as it flies; 
Let Pleaſure revel in its Bloom, 
Let Time poſſeſs it when it dies. 


SONG CCCLXXV. 
Written by the Earl of CHESTERFIELD 


HEN Fanny blooming, 5 air 
| V / Firſt caught my raviſh'd Sight, 
Pleas'd with her Shape and Air; - 
I felt a. ſtrange Delight: 
_ Whilit eagerly 1 gaz'd, 
| Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
She flole into my Heart. 


In her bewitching Eyes 
Lien thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies 
. His Shafts are hoarded there. 
Her blooming Cheeks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
Of Roſes newly blown. 


Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 

The lucky Hand of Fowe; 
Her Features all expreſs fy Og 
The beauteous Queen of Love: 
F'0 5 What 


$5 


E 
What Flames my Nerves invade, 
When I behold the Breaſt 


Of that too charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ? 


Penus round Fanny's Waiſt, 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
Three guardian Cupids grace, 
And dance the Circle round. 
How happy muſt he be 
Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe ! | 
That Bliſs to all, but me, 
May Heaven and ſhe refuſe ! 


SONG CECLAXVI. 


OUNG Dorilas, an artleſs Swain, 
And Daphne, Pride of weſtern Ss 
Their Flocks together drove : 
Gay Youth ſat blooming on his Face, 
She no leſs ſhone with ev'ry Grace 
Vet neither thought of Love. 


With equal Joy each Morn they meet ; 
At Mid-day, ſeek the ſame Retreat, 
And ſhelter in one Grove; 
At Ev'ning haunt the ſelf-ſame Walk, 
Together innocently talk, 
But not a Word of Love. 


Hence mutual Friendſhip firmly grew, 

Till Heart to Heart ſpontaneous flew, 
Like Bill to Bill of Dove; 

Both feel the Flame which both conceal, 

Both wiſh the other would reveal, | 

Yet neither ſpeaks of Love. 


She 


L 385. 1 
She hung with Rapture o'er his Senſe ; 


He doated on her Innocence: 
Thus each did each approve. 
They vow'd, and all their Vows obſerv'd; _ 
The Maid was true, the Swain ne'er fwervd, | 
Then ev'ry Word was Love. 1 


SONG CCCLAXVIL 


ELL me no more of pointed Darts, 
Of flaming Eyes and bleeding Hearts, a 
The Hyperboles of Love: | * 
Be honeſt to yourſelf and me, 
Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your Suit may move. 


Why call me Angel? why divine? 
Why muſt my Eyes the Stars outſhine? 
Can ſuch Deceit prevail? 
For ſhame, forbear this common Rule ; 
»Tis low, *tis Infult, calls me Fool; 
*With me *twall always fail. 


_ Would you obtain an honeſt 8 
Addreſs my nobler, better Part; 
Pay Homage to my Mind; 
The paſſing Hour brings on the Day, 
And Beauty quickly fades away, 
Nor leaves a Roſe behind. 


Let chen your open, manly Senſe, 
The moral Ornaments diſpenſe, 
And to my Worth be true; 
So. may your Suit jitſelf inder, 
Not for the Charms you ſay I wear, 
But thoſe I find in you. 
1-9 @ SONG 


; 
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SONG CCCLXXVIIL 


b 4 Shepherd i is gone faraway o'er che Plain, 
M While in Sorrow behind I am forc'd to re- 
main; 
Tho' Blue- bells and Vi'lets the Hedges adorn, 
Tho' Trees are in Bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 
Thorn; 
No Pleaſure they give me, in vain * look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now my Feckey's away; 
Forlorn ] fit ſinging, and this is my Strain, 
Haſte, haite, to my Arms my dear Fockey again. 


When Lads and their Laſſes are on the Green met, 

Tex dance and NE 0 der me and AY 
chde 

* Try: Yes Envy their Merriment ſee: yk | | 

Thoſe Pleaſures offend me, my Shepherd's not 
there, 

No Pleaſure I reliſh that Fockey don't ſhare; 

It makes me to figh, I from Tears ſcarce refrain, 

And with my dear 7ockey return'd back again. 


But Hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he would in a Fortnight be here; 
On fond Expectation my Wiſhes Fl feaſt, 

For Love my dear Jochey to Jenny will haſte : 
Then farewel each Care, adieu each vain S1gh 3 
Who'll then be fo bleſt, or ſo happy as 17 

Fl ſing on the Meadows, and alter my Strain, 
When Jockey returns to my Arms back again. 


W 


SONG 
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SON G CCCLXXIS. 


A T'TEND all ye Nymphs and ye Swains of 
the Green, | 1 
For you I have rov'd the Plains round; i 
Whole Months I've been prying, and now I have 
ſeen as | 
Where ſmiling Contents to be found. 
Come quickly with me, and VII ſhew you the Way 
To the Spot where he choſe his Retreat; 
You muſt fly from theſe Plains, to be eaſy and 
| ay, . | a 
And near him muſt take up your Seat. 


8 


I ſought him mongſt Crowds, and in each gaudy 
Place, | | 
But thoſe were the Manſions of Care; 
In the Palace of Greatneſs unknown was his Face, 
Contentment had never been there: | 
I hied me to Roofs that invited to Joys, 
Hope tempted me thither to rove ; 
But rude was their Wit, and their Pleaſure was 
Noiſe, . 
Though they beckon'd to Peace and to Love. 


And at laſt, near a Brook, to a Cottage I ſtray'd, 
With a few ſimple Sheep on the Green; 
The Roſe and the Woodbine their Sweetneſs diſ- 

play'd, 614: e | 

Not Plenty, but Health, bleſt the Scene: 
Good-nature appear'd, and unlateht me the Door, 

Nor knew what my coming there meant; 
How great my Surprize! here my Search was all 
Oer, 10 293, 0461 in e 
He told me his Name was Content. 


by 


ONG 


E 


SONG CCCLXXX. 
HEPHER DS, I have loſt my Love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna ? 

Pride of ev'ry ſhady Grove 
| Upon the Banks of Bana. 
I for her my Home forſook, 
Near yon miſty Mountain; 
Left my Flock, my Pipe, my Crook, 
Greenwood Shade, and Fountain. 


Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning ; 
All the Joys of Life are o'er, 
| From Gladneſs chang'd to Mourning. 
Whither is my Charmer flown ? 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 
Ah! Woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever, and for ever. 


SONG  CCCLXXXTL. 
Written by Mr. HAWKINS. 


ET Poets praiſe the Paſture Mead, 
The Moſs-clad Hill, the Dale; 


The Shepherd piping on the Reed, 


The Sheep, the Herd, the Butterfly, 


The Maid with Milking-pail. 


The Lark who ſoars on Pinions high, 
With mellifluous Note; 


The friſky Fawn, the Goat. 


0 1 
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The bubbling Brook, the Grot, the Grove, 
| The blooming Flow'rs ſo gay; | 
The Wood, the Brake, the ſweet Alcove, 

Or ſmiling Dawn of Day, 


While I a loftier Theme rehearſe, 
And think on theſe no more; 

But Praiſe, in fond and faithful Verſe, 
The Object I adore, | 


Her Skin is like the Lily white, 
| Her Cheeks red Roſes are; 

Her Eyes outſhine the Sun-beams Light,” 
Her * moit debonair. 


Her Manners mild as Turtle-dove, 
In Ringlets flow her Hair; | 
She looks—ſhe is the Queen of Love, 
. And faireſt of the Fair. 


Her Breath like ſpicy Odours ſweet 
That ſcent the eaſtern Clime ; 

Her Mind, her Ways, are all compleat, 
And Saree of all ſublime, 


To ; at with hag through Life's mort Space, 
And view her heav'nly Charms; 

Are all the Joys I with to trace, 
Then die within her Arms. 


31 


SONG cccLXXXII. 


Tur BRAES * BELLADIN E. 

A favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Mrs, Hudſon, 
S by Mr. Hook. 

7 a green Shade a lovely young Swain 


One Evening reclin'd to diſcover his Pain ; 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly, he warbled his Woe, 
'The Winds ceasꝰd to breathe, and the F ountains 
to flow; 
Rude Winds with Compaſſion could hear him 
f complain, 
Vet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his Strain, 


How happy, he cry'd, my Moments once flew, 
Ere Chloe s bright Charms firft flaſh'd in my View! 
Thoſe Eyes then with Pleaſure the Dawn could 
ſurvey, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair Morning more cheerful than 
they; 
Now Scenes * Diſtreſs pleaſe only my Sight ;— 
I'm tortur'd in Pleaſure, and languiſh in Light. 


Through Changes, in vain, Relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my Griefs to renew ; 

From Sunſhine to Zephyrs and Shades we repair, 
To Sunſhine we fly from too piercing an Air; 
But Love's ardent Fever burns always the ſame; 
No Winter can cool it, no Summer inflame. 


But, fee the pale Moon all clouded retire ; 


The Breezes grow cool, not òtrephon's Deſire; , 
1 fly 


r 
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I fly from the Dangers of Tempeſt and Wind, 
Yet nouriſh the Madneſs that preys on- the Mind: 
Ah! Wretch, how can Life be worthy thy Care? 
To lengthen its Moments but lengthens Deſpair. 


8 ON G CCCLXXXIII 
The CaRER TUI SPRING. Set by Mr. Gardner. 


HARP Winter melts, and ſpreads her Wang 3 
A pleaſing Change, a ſmiling Spring; 
The Trees their varied Bloſſoms wear, 
And op'ning Flowers perfume the Air; 
Sweet Philomela tunes her Strain, 
And warbling charms the liſt'ning Plain, 


The Sun encreaſes every Round, 

The Snow 1s vaniſh'd from the Ground, 
With Songs the vocal Foreſts ring, 

All to adorn the cheerful Spring; 

The Meadows all around are ſeen, 
Cover'd o'er with lovely Green. 


The duky Clouds ſo ſwiftly fly, 

And leave behind the azure Sky, 

The Mountains ſmile, the Hills are gay 
And Vallies boaſt the Pride of May; 

The Streams that overflow'd their Mounds, 
Now gently glide within their Bounds, 
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SONG CCCLXXXIV. 
The ComrLainine Map. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 

Ser by Mr. Hook. | 


E Shepherds, who ſtray with my Swain 
Companions in Sport, and in Youth ; 

O! tell him, how great is my Pain! 

How I grieve for the Loſs of his Truth! 
'O! tell him, how oft has he ſwore 

He never would ceaſe to be mine! 

Or leave me his Faith to deplore, 
Or with Heart-breaking Anguiſh repine, 


Remind him how oft in the Grove, 

At my Feet he in Raptures would kneel, 
And implore me to pity his Love, | 

Till he taught me; fond Fool, how to feel ! 
O! tell him, *tis now he muſt come, 

For more my fond Heart cannot bear; 
Or the Maidens will carry me Home, 

The Victim of Love and Deſpair. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. 
gf favorite new Air. By Mr. Harrington of Bath. 


ENTLE Airs ſweet Joys impart, 
Balm to heal the wounded. Mind; 
Soothing Sounds relieve the Heart, 
Sorrows here their Comfort find. 


Muſic 


153 ] 
Muſic ſtill thy Charms diſpenſe, 


O! ſtill this Vale of Tears attend; 


Lead to chearful Innocence, 
Reaſon's Aid, and Virtue's Friend. 


SON G CCCLXXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell. 


WV EN I fee my Strephon languiſh, 
With his tender Love oppreſt 


When I ſee his Pain and Anguiſh, 
| Pity moves my tender Breaſt, 


Strephon's plain and humble Nature 
Mov'd me firſt to hear his Tale; 
Strephon's Truth, by every Creature, 

Is proclaim'd thro? all the Vale. 


J love and am belov'd again, 

No more ſhall Strephon ſigh in vain, 
I've try*d his Faith, and find it true, 
And all my Coyneſs bid Adieu. 


SONG CCCLXXXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Dubellamy. 
HEN Fanny I ſaw, as I trip'd o'er the 


Green, 
Fair, blooming, le and kind, 


Fond Love in her Eyes, Wit and Senſe in her 


Mien, 
And Warmneſs with Modeſty j join'd 


F With 


1 


| With ſudden Amazement I ſtood, 

4 Faſt rivetted down to the Place; 

= Her delicate Shape, eaſy Motion I view'd, 
And wand'red o'er every Grace. 


Ye Gods! what Luxuriance of Beauty I cry! 

What Raptures muft dwell in her Arms! 

71 On her Lips I could feaſt, on her Breaſt I could 
die; | 

O! Fanny how ſweet are thy Charms! 


| Whilſt thus in Idea my Paſſion I fed, 
Soft Tranſports my Senſes invade ; 
Young Damon ſtep'd up, with the Subſtance he 


fled, 


And left me to kiſs the dear Shade. 


S ON G CCCLXXXVII. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


HE Faireſt Flow'rs the Vale prefer, 
And ſhed ambroſial Sweetneſs there; 

| While the tall Pine and Mountain Oak, 

| Oft feel the Tempeſt's ruder Stroke. 


| 
| 
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| So in the lowly moſs-grown Seat, 

| Dear Peace and Quiet dwell, 

| The Storms that wreck the Rich and Great 
Fly o'er the Shepherd's Cell, 


4 
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To Nanny raiſe the cheerful Lay; 


And Love inſpires the melting Song. 


O come, my Love, thy Colin's Lay 
With Rapture calls, O come away! 


E 
SONG CCCLXAXXIX. 
Sung by Maſter Blundell, at Ranelagh. 


Compoſed by Mr. Barthelemon. 


WAS in that Seaſon of the Year, 

When all Things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin with the Morning Ray, X 
Aroſe and ſung his rural Lay ; 

Of Nanny's Charms the Shepherd ſung, 
The Hills and Dales with Nanny rung, 
While Reſlin Caſtle heard the Swain, 
And echo'd back the chearful Strain. 


5 


Awake, ſweet Muſe, the breathing Spring 
With Rapture warms, awake and ſing; 
Awake and join the vocal Throng, 

Who hail the Morning with a Song ! 


Oh! bid her haſte and come away, 
In ſweeteſt Smiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new Graces to the Morn. 


O hark !- my Love, on ev'ry Spray, 
Each feather'd Warbler tunes his Lay ; 
*Tis Beauty fires the raviſh'd Throng, 


Then let my raptur'd Notes ariſe, 

For Beauty darts from Nazny's Eyes, 
And Love my riſing Boſom warms, 
And fills my Soul with ſweet Alarms. 


Come while the Muſe this Wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt Brow of thine ; : 
> | O! hither 


L 399 2] 


O! hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That Beauty blooming like the Spring; 
Thoſe Graces that divinely ſhine, _ 
And charm this raviſh'd Breaſt of mine. 


SONG CCCXC. 
Sung by Mr. VerxNon. 


ES Delia, *tis at length too plain, 
My boaſted Liberty how vain, 
Thy Eyes triumphant prove: 
My Freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 
But think that Freedom nobly loſt, 
By ſerving thee and Love. 


I talk'd, I laugh'd, with ev'ry Fair; 
No jealous Pang, no anxious Care, 
Did e'er my Heart perplex; 
Till I beheld, too lovely Maid! 
In thee, with ev'ry Grace diſplay'd, 
The Charms of all thy Sex. ; 


SONG _ CCCXCI. 


OW heavy the Time rolls along, 
; Now / Julia is out of my Sight! 
How dull is the Nightingale's Song, 
| | That formerly gave ſuch Delight! 
| The Meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
Now loſe all their Verdure of May ; 
The Cowſlip and Violet are ſeen 
To droop, fade, and wither away. 


Bright 


ht 


And bleat their Complaints in my Ear; 


A faverite Scotch Song, ſung by Mr, Vernon, at 


1 Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 


For when (as long her Chains I've worn) 


1 
Bright Phœbus no longer can pleaſe, 
Gay Proſpects no longer can charm; 
E*en Muſick affords me no Eaſe, 


Tho” wont ev'ry Paſſion to calm: 
My Flocks too diſorderly ſtray, 


No more they leap, frolick, and play, 
But fad like their Maſter appear. 


But ah ! if my Julia were ſeen, 
My Lambs they'd rebound on the Plain: 
Each Flowret wou'd ſpring on the Green, 
And Nightingales charm me again: 
Return then, my Fair-one, return, 
Your coming no longer delay ; 
O! leave not your Shepherd to mourn, 
But haſten; my Charmer, away. 


SONG CCCXCI. 


Vauxhall Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


No Comfort's in my Mind ; 
'There ne'er could be a happier Swain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 


I ſeek Relief from Smart, 
She only gives me Looks of Scorn ; 
Alas! *twill break my Heart. 


Q | My 
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My Rival, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold; 
But ſurely I a Heaven adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 
Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize 
For Wealth, and not Deſert, | 
And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas! *twill break my Heart. 


When, like ſome panting hov'ring Dore, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 

And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me Friend. 

Ah! Sylwia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a Healer's Part; 

*T'wil! keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas !—and break my Heart. 


But, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and cold, 
4 Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when 'tis told. 


| For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 

0 Will take my injur'd Part, 
* And blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
| | For breaking my poor Heart. 


SONG CCCXCClIII. 
HEN I ſurvey thee, matchleſs Fair, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm; 


O! how can I from Love forbear ? 
Or how the Paſſion calm ? 


| . 1 Such 
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Such beauteous Charms in thee appear, 
Bright as the Morning Sun : 

Why gaze I, ſimple Shepherd, here, 
And ſeek to be undone ? 


But Nature ne'er deſign'd us Harm, 
When ſhe ſuch Skill employ'd ; 

Each heav' nly Grace, and beauteous Charm, 
Were giv'n to be enjoy'd. 

Then let your cheerful Smiles confeſs 
Complacency of Mind, 

And ev'ry ſoft Deſire expreſs ; 
And as you're fair, be kind. 


Then you, replete with ev'ry Grace, 
Will ſhew 34 you deſpiſe 
Thoſe little Arts Coquettes embrace, 
To catch unguarded Eyes. 
So may you then with Juitice claim 
The Loſs they muſt deplore, 
Unblemiſh'd Manners, pureſt Fame, 
When Beauty 1s no more. 


S.O-N-G..-CCCXCIV. 


The IxconsTAanT. 


Sung by Mr. Phillips, at Marybone Gardens. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OUNG Damon, with ſeducing Art, 

His well-feign'd Paſſion pleads ; 
Bids Sylvia take his conſtant Heart, 
She loves, and he ſucceeds : * 
Yet he her kiſs-imprinted Lips 1 

Forſakes within the Hour, | 

And apes the roving Bee, that ſips 1 
I)he Sweets of ev'ry Flow rr. | 
ach Q 2 New | 
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New Objects now attract his Eyes, 
Subdu'd by other Charms ; 


While hapleſs Sylvia vainly tries 


'To lure him to her Arms. 
Of this,. ye blooming Fair, be ſure, 
If Virtue once give Way, 


The Heart you think you hold ſecure, 


No longer owns your Sway. 


S O NG _CCCXCV. 
Sung by Mrs. Barthelemon, at Ranelagh, 
Set by Mr. Barthelemon. 


ELL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 


\ Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 


Full of Frolic, Mirth and Joy ? 
If you know his Shelter ſay, 
He's from Venus gone aſtray : 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


By his Marks'the God you'll know, 

O'er his Shoulder hangs a Bow, 

And a Quiver fraught with Darts, 

Poiſon ſure to human Hearts : 

'Tho? he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the Mind, 
Tell me, Lafles, Oc. 


Subtle as the Lightning's Wound, 
Is his piercing Arrow found; 
While the boſom'd Heart it pains, 


No external Mark remains ; 
x | Reaſon's 
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Reaſon's Shield itſelf is broke, 
By the unſuſpected Stroke. 
Tell me, Laſſes, &c. 


Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 

Baſking in the ſunny Eye, 

Or his deſtin'd Prey he ſeeks 

On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks: 

Snowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, 

Oft conceal his pleaſing Snare. 
Tell me, Laſſes, &c. 


She that the Receſs reveals _ 

Where the God himſelf conceals, 

Shall a Kiſs receive this Night 

From him who is her Heart's Delight; 

To Venus let her bring the Boy, 

She ſhall taſte Love's ſweeteſt Joy. 
Tell me, Laſſes, Cc. 


$ ON G CCCXCVI. 


THe MI IX M a 1 p. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Potter. 


5 WAS at the cool and fragrant Hour, 
When Evening ſteals upon the Sky, 


That Szſan choſe the Woodbine Shade, 


And William taught that Grove to figh : 


The ſweeteſt Damſel ſhe on all the Plains, 
The ſofteſt Lover he of all the Swains, 
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The Doves to murmur, and the Breeze to blow.) 
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He took her by the Lily Hand, 
Which oft had made the Milk look pale, 
Her Cheeks with modeſt Bluſhes glow'd, 
As thus he breath'd his tender Tale; 
(The liſt'ning Streams awhile forgot to flow, 


„ 


« O ſmile, my Fair, thy dimpled Smiles 
„ Shall lengthen on the ſetting Ray: 
46 Thus let us melt the Hours in Bliſs, 
Thus ſweetly Ianguiſh Life away; 
Thus ſigh ourſelves into each others Breaſt, 


Loving as Turtles, and as Turtles bleſt.“ 


She ſigh'd and bluſh'd a ſweet Conſent, 
He thank'd her on his bended Knee, 

And warmly preſs'd her Virgin-Lip ; 
Was ever Youth ſo bleft as he! 


The Moon to light the Lovers homeward roſe, 


And Philomela lull'd them to Repoſe. 


ON CECXCYIL 
The MrsERIES OF ABSENCE, 
To Delia. 


| DIEU, ye Streams! that ſmoothly flow, 
Ye vernal Airs, that ſoftly blow ; 
Ye Plains by blooming Spring array'd; 


Ve Birds that warble thro' the Shade; 


Unhurt from you my Soul could fly, 
Not drop one Tear, nor heave one Sigh, 
But forc'd from Delia's Charms to part, 
All Joy deſerts my drooping Heart. 
O fairer 
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O fairer than the dewy Morn, 
When Flow'rs the verdant Fields adorn ; 


Unſullied as the genial Ray, 
That warms the balmy Breeze of May / 


Thy Charms divinely bright appear, 
And add new Splendor to the Year; 
Improve the Day with freſh Delight, 
And = with Joy the dreary Night. 


 $ONG CCCXCVII. 


2 the Author of the SH1PWRECK, @ much 
 efteemed Poem. 


2 ſmiling Plains, profuſely gay, 
Are dreſt in all the Pride of May, 
The Birds around in every Vale, i 
Breathe Rapture on the vocal Gale. 


But ah! Miranda, without thee, | 
Nor Spring nor Summer {miles on me! 
All lonely 1n the ſecret Shade, 

I mourn thy Abſence, charming Maid. 


O ſoft as Love! as Honour fair! 
More gently ſweet than vernal Air, 
Come to Arms, for you alone 
Can all my Anguiſh paſt atone | 


O come! and to my bleeding Heart, 
Th' ambrofial Balm of Love impart! 
Thy Preſence laſting Joy ſha!l bring, 
And give the Year eternal Spring. 


: a4 | SONG 
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SONG CCCXCIX. 


Set by Mr. Hudſon. 


INCE ev'ry Charm on Earth combine 
In Chlze's Face, in Chloe's Mind, 
Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my Liberty? 


Until that fatal hapleſs Day, 
My Heart was lively, blythe, and pay, 
Cou'd fport with every Nymph but {he 
Who robs me of my Liberty. 


Think then, dear Cle, ere too late, 
That Death muſt be my hapleſs State, 
If Love and you do not agree 
To ſet me at my Liberty. 


Now to the darkſome Woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the Pains of Love, 
And envy every Clown I ſee 

Enjoy the Sweets of Liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy Train, 
And every idle Care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet Tranquillity, 
Nor wiſh for greater Liberty. 


SONG Cœeœc. 


Set by Mr. Bac R. 


Y my Sighs you my diſcover 
What ſoft Wiſhes touch my Heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell each other, ; 
What the Tongue cannot _— 
Bluſhing 
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Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing _ 

Thoughts your Breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But 'tis hard and paſt concealing, | 
When we truly, fondly love. [Da Capo. 


SONG CCCCT. 


Ser by Dr. Arne. Word: from the Italian. 


YLVIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joy of Love? 
Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 
Ev'ry Minute to improve: 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, | 
Infant's Prate, and Mother's Joys? 


Only view that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 
As a farther Proof of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark ! that charming Nightingale, 
As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous Tale, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous Tale, 
I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul reveal 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth Part 


Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
In a mutual Change of Heart ; 


Q 5 Then , 


„ 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin-Fears, from hence remove! 
All the Time is thrown away, 


All the Time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in Love. 


Ss ON & CCCCH. 


The SHEPHERD. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


O more the feſtive Train P11 join! 
Adieu! ye rural Sports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have Griefs like mine 
With Paſtimes or Delights to do? 
Let Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures prove, 
But I am all Deſpair and Love. 


Ah well-a-day ! how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed, 
So ſoft my Strains, the Herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; 
But now my Strains no longer move, 


They're Diſcord all, Deſpair and Love, 


Behold around my ſtraggling Sheep, 
The faireſt once upon the Lea; 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark d by me: 
The Shepherds mourn to fee them rove ; 
They afk the Cauſe, I anſwer, Love. 


Neglected 
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Neglected Love firſt taught my Eyes 
With Tears of Anguith to o'erflow 
"Tis that which fill'd my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And tun'd my Pipe to Notes of Woe ; 
Love has occaſion'd all my Smart, 
Diſpers'd my Flocks, and broke my Heart. 


SONG. CCCCIIL. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


N thy Banks, gentle Stour, when J breath'd 
the ſoft Flute, | 

To Chlee's ſweet Accents attentive ſat mute; 

To her Voice with what Tranſport I wear the 

flow Strain, 

Or return'd dying Meaſures in Echoes again; 

Little Cupid beat Time, and the Graces around 

Taught with even Diviſions to vary the Sound. 


From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain, 
Or warble ſmooth Numbers to ſooth - love-fick 


| Pain, 
How much alter'd it noms, as the rifing Notes 
flow, 
Or the ſoft falling Strains, how inſipidly flow! 
I will play then no more—tfor *tis her Voice alone 
Muſt enrapture my Soul to enliven its Tone. 
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SONG ccccrv. 


PA TTT oF THE Milt. 


Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


AR ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom, 
Whoſe Fragrance ſheds a rich Perfume, 
And all the Meadows fill : 
Much fairer than the Lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing Roſe, 
1s Patty of the Mill. 


The neighbouring Swains her Beauty fir'd, 


With Wonder ftruck they all admir'd, 


And prais'd her from the Hill; 
Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic Art, 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt Heart 
| Of Patty of the Mill. 


But vain were all Attempts to move 
A fixed Heart more true to Love 

Than Turtles when they bill ; 
A cheerful Soul, a pleaſing Grace, 


And ſweet Content ſmiles in the Face 


Of Patty of the Mull. 


The Good a Friend in F ortune find, 


Exalts the honeſt virtuous Mind, 
And guards it from all Ill; 
Ye Fair, for ever conſtant prove, 


Be ever kind, be true to Love, 


Like Patty of the Mill. 


- 


„ 


S U | . 
The RecaxnTaTION. Set by Mr. Bates. 


Y Love too long depriv'd of Reft, 
B Fell Tyrant of the human Breaſt, 
His Vaſſal long, and worn with Pain, 
Indignant late I ſpurn'd the Chain! 

In Verſe, in Proſe, I ſung and ſwore 
No Charms ſhould e'er enſlave me more; 
Nor Neck, nor Hair, nor Lip, nor Eye, 
Again ſhould force one tender Sigh, 


Then Freedom's Praiſe inſpir'd my Tongue, 
With Freedom's Preiſe the Valles rung, 
And every Night, and every Day, 

My Heart thus pour'd th? enraptur'd Lay : 
© My Cares are gone, my Sorrows ceaſe, 
My Breaft regains its wonted Peace, 

And Joy and Hope returning prove, 

That Reaſon is too ſtrong for Love.“ 


Such was my Boaſt; but, ah! how vaink 1 


How ſhort was Reaſon's vaunted Reign! 
The firm Reſolve I form'd a while, ! 
How weak oppos'd to Clara's Smile ! 
Chang'd is the Strain ; the Vallies round\ 
With Freedom's Praiſe no more reſound ; + 
But every Night and every Day, \ 
My full Heart pours the alter'd Lay. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCCVL. 


Taz PerxPLEXD VIRGIN. 
The Words by Mr. Boyce. 


OUNG Colin to our Cottage came, 
And vow'd how much he lov'd; 

I own ] felt a ſecret Flame, : 
Yet not his Suit approv'd. 

A thouſand tender Tales he told, 
I ſeem'd to think untrue, 

And made believe my Heart was cold ; 
What cou'd a Virgin do? 


The artleſs Mind is ſoon imprefs*d 
With Thoughts, before unknown ; 

When Cupid wounds the Female Breaſt, 
He's ſure to keep his 'Throne. 


In vain our Fortitude we try, 


When Love's reſolv'd to ſue ; ; 


z *Tis hard, thro? Pity, to deny; 


What can a Virgin do? 


The Maxim, * Marry while you're young. nt 
I think ſhall be my Guide 

Tho? Colin's ſeems a flatt'ring Tongue, 
Yet Virtue 1s my Pride, 

Should Colin, when he wooes again, 
Have Hymen's Bands in View; 


I then ſhall with the ſprightly Swain 


Know what I've got to do, 


E 
s ON G CCccvl. 
Ses by Dr. Arne. 


Met in our Village a Swain t'other Day: 
He ſtopp'd me, and begg'd me a Moment to 


ſay : | 
Then bluſh'd, and, in Language I ne'er heard 
before, 
He talk'd much of Love, and ſome Pains that he 
RE. + 


But what was his Meaning I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each Morning the Jeflamin, Vi'let and Roſe, 

He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 

The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 

And begs me to wear theſe fine Things in my 
Breaſt : | 

But what is his Meaning, I know not, I'vow; 

Yet, alas! my poorHeart feels, I cannot tell how, 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I ſee, - 
Protefting he never lov'd any but me; 7 
He gazes with Tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, Ivow, #- 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell hows. 


I oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faſt from his Eyes, 1 


And hear him, poor Youth ! breathe a thouſand of \ 


Sighs; 5 ä 
He tells nd, no Nymph in the World is like me, 
Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why 


5 


Why does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain? 
Indeed, ever ſince, his fad Fate I deplore, 
And I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more. 
I'd do all I can to relieve him, I vow, 


That my Heart might have Eaſe, tho' I cannot tell 


how. 


SONG Ceccvm. 


A fawourite CAx TATA. Set by Dr. Arne. 
AIR. 


5H Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 
My firm Reſolves to move; 
My Heart, alas! may feel the Pain, 
But ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 


RECITATIVE. 


Perfidious too, like all the Reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown: 
Ah! can'ſt thou ſeek to wound the Breaſt, 
That pants for thee alone? 


AIR. 


No—for a Thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 

The Heart that could admire thy Face, 
Can hate thee for thy Mind. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCCIX 
In L'Allegro il Penſeroſo. 


E me wander not unſeen, 

By Hedge-row Elms on Hillocks green: 
There the Ploughman, near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land ; 

And the Milkmaid ſingeth blythe, 

And the Mower whets his Scythe: 
And ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale | 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


Or let the merry Bells ring round, 
And the jocund Rebecks ant 

To many a Youth and many a Maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd Shade. 


SONG CCCCX, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. Sung at Vauxhall. 


ST, hyrfis reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt, 

A bo a Sigh, her ſoft Hand to his Boſom 

| reſt, 2, 
While a7 Paſſion he breath'd i in the Grove: 

As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 

As back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, 

So true and unchang'd is my Love. | 


If &er this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains, 

May Ceres in Rage quit the Vallies and Plains, 
May Pan his Protection deny; 

In vain would young Ppillis and Laura be kind; 

On the Lips of another no Rapture I find; 


With thee as I've liv'd, ſo PI die. 
More 


| 
3, 
4 
1 
: 


I 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the Queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by Chace, tript that Way, 
And ſought ſweet Repoſe in the Shade: 
With Sorrow, young Lovers, I tell the ſoft Tale, 

'The Laſs was alluring, the Shepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry Vow he had made. 


To comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, 


In Form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 


Of Shepherds the Envy and Pride: 
Ah! blame not the Maid if o'ercome by his Truth, 
Her H and and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride. 


Learn rather from Sylvia's Example, ye Fair, 
That a pleaſing Revenge ſhall take Place of Deſpair ; 
Give Sorrow and Care to the Wind. 
If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek Redreſs in a Lover that's new, 
And pay each Inconſtant in Kind. 


SONG CCCCXI. 
Sung by Mi/ſ5 Catley, and Mrs. Mattocks. 
In Love IN A VILLAGE. | 


Miſs Catley. 


OPE! thou Nurſe of young Deſire, 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy, 
Painted Vapour, Glow-worm Fire, 
Temp'rate Sweet that ne'er can cloy. 


2 
2 


Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 


| $3. } 


Mrs. Mattocks. 


Hope! thou Earneſt of Delight, 
Sfreſ Soother of the Mind, 

Balmy Cordial, Proſpect bright, 
Sureſt F Send the Wretched find. 


Both. 


Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtill; 
Deal our Pleaſures unpoffeſt; 


With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 


And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 
$0 NG COCONUT 
Ser by Dr. Arne, 


OME, Re/alind, oh! come and ſee 
What Pleaſures are in Store for thee; 

The Flow'rs in all their Sweets appear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear; 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear: 
The joyful Birds, in ev'ry Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love 
For thee they fing, and Roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come; 


And Colin thee invites to come, 


Come, Ro/alind, and Colin join; 

My tender Flocks and all are thine: 
If Love and Ro/alind be near, 
"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year; 
"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year. 
Come, ſee a Cottage and a Swain: 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain? 


Leave 


1 


Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, chen haſte away; 
For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


8 ON G CCCCXIL. 
Set by Mr. Holcombe. 


OU tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how 
true ) 

And eaſy and chatty, and good-humour'd too; 

That my Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in June, 

And my Voice, like the Nightingale s ſweetly in 

Tune : 

All this has been told me by twenty before ; 

But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more; 

But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more, 


If Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 

Or Frattle from Prudence, how wanting am I! 

My Eaſe, and Good-humour ſhort Raptures will 
bring, | 

My Voice, like the Nee, know but a 
Spring; 

For Charms ſuch as theſe then your Pr aiſes give o'er, 

To love me for Life, 1 muſt ſtill love me more: 

To love me for Life, Oc. | 


Then talk not to me of a Shape, or an Air; 
For Chloe the Wanton can rival me there: 
?Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 
And brightens Good-humour as Sunſhine the Day: 
For if that you\love me, your Flame may be true, 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too; 
And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too. 


SONG 


8 
SONG CCCCXIV. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


RECITATIVE. 


The Lovzx's REcanTaTION. A Cantata. 


HE kind Appointment Celia made 


And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r; 


— 


There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay d 


Beyond the promis'd Hour: 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious Expectation, 


With Rage he ſought t'allay his Pain, 


And vented thus his Paſſion: 


A1 

Io all the Sex deceitful 

A long and laſt Adieu, 
Since Women prove ungrateful 

As long as Men prove true. 
The Pzins they give are many, 

And, oh! too hard to bear ; 
'The Joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 


RECETATIVE. 

Now Cælia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm Retreat: 
W:th modeſt Bluſh ſhe begg'd Excule, 
And chid her tardy Feet. | 


The Shepherd, from each Doubt releas'd, 


His Joy could not reftrain, 
But, as each tender Thought increas'd, 
Thus chang d his railing Strain. 


A1 R. 
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AIX. 

How engaging, how endearing, 

Is a Lover's Pain and Care! 
And what Joy the Nymphs appearing 

After Abſence or Deſpair ! 
Women wiſe increaſe Deſiring, 

By contriving kind Delays; 
And, advancing or retiring, 

All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


1 
4 
L 
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SONG CCCCXV. 


HEN 7h ſmil'd, her lovely Look 
VV My wand'ring Heart a Pris'ner took, 
And bound it with ſo ſtrong a Chain, 
I n&er expect it back again. 


tend. ft 


-—_ 


Then, 7e/j, treat a Captive true 
With gentle Uſage— tis its Due: 
It pants for thee alone: 55 
Then take it kindly to thy Breaſt, : 
And give the weary Wand'rer Reſt 

And keep it near thy own. 


SONG VI. | 1 
STREPHON AND PHOEB E. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


ov Strephonlong doated on Phebethe Fair, 
Whoſe Heart of his Anguiſh did ſecretly 
harre; | 
But fearing his Paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft Dictates of Love. 


The 
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The Beauties you fancy, the Fair-one wou'd ſay, 
Are Charms of a Moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 
The Bloom diſappearing, the Paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your Beauty, reply'd the fond Swain; 
Its laſting Impreſſion will ever remain: 
Tho' Age, like the Winter, may blaſt thy fair Prime, 


Vet Virtue, ſtill blooming, gains Vigour by Time. 


The 3 of my Eyes with your Charms will 
ecline, ; 
Nor gaze at a Face that is younger than thine ; 
While this faithful Heart, ever true to my Vow, 
Preſerves thy dear Image, as bright as tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear Phete, each Doubt, and each 
Fear, | , 
That make fancy'd Evils like real ones appear ; 
The ſwift-flying Moments with Ardour improve, 
And grant the Reward that is due to my Love. 


Kind Phæbe aſſenting, believ'd the fond Youth, 
Who prov'd that his Paſſion was fomnded on Truth; 
And, tho' envious Age may her Beauty impair, 
Her Vircue and trionour will ever be fair. 


S ON G CCCCXVIL 


CoLin and PHiLL1s. 4 Paſtoral Dialogue, 
Sung in The Arcadian Nuptials. 
. CoILIN. 
ARK! hark! o'er the Plains what glad 


TFumults we hear! 


How gay all the Nymphsand the Shepherds appear ! 
With 


5 
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With Myrtles and Roſes new deck'd are the Bow'rs, 
And ev'ry Buſh bears a Garland of Flow'rs. 
I can't, for my Life, what it means underſtand : 
There's ſome rural Feſtival ſurely at Hand ; 
Not Harveſt, nor Sheep-ſheering, now can take 
| Place ; | 
But Phillis will tell me the Truth of the Caſe. 

| [Phillis enters, 


PaniLLis. | 
The Truth, honeſt Lad ?—why ſurely you know 
What Rites are prepar'd in the Village below, 
Where gallant young T hyr/is, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the Siſter of Corin our Lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe Beauty, Good-nature, and 
Eaſe, 
All Fancies can ſtrike, and all Judgments can 
pleaſe ; | 
1 That Corin— but Praiſe muſt the Matter give o'er; 
l Vou know what he is—and I need ſay no more. 


1 - COLIN. | 

| Voung Thyr/;s too claims all that Honour can lend, 
His 3 Glory, their Champion and 

8 Friend, | | 

9 Tho' ſuch ſlight Memorials ſcarce ſpeak his Deſerts; 

| And, truſt me, his Name is engrav'd on their Hearts. 


. „„ | 
But hence, to the Bridal, behold how they throng! 
Each Shepherd conducting his Sweetheart along: 
The joyous Occaſion all Nature inſpires 
With tender Affections and cheerful Deſires. 


DvuzTTo. 
Ye Pow'rs, that o'er conjugal Union preſide, 
All-gracious look down on the Bridegroom and 
Bride, _ That 


* 


and 
hat 


11 


That Beauty, and Virtue, and Valour may ſhine 

In a Race like themſelves, with no End to the 
Line : 1 

Let Honour and Glory, and Riches and Praiſe, 

Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous Days; 

And, while in a Palace Fate fixes their Lot, 


Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a Cot! 


$ONG CCCCXVII. 
PasSTORAL BALLAD, 
Set and ſung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


CO TREPHON aroſe at early Dawn, 
And ſought as wont his fleecy Care; 

His fleecy Care, alas! were gone, | 

Nor knew the hapleſs Shepherd where: 
In vain each Hill, in vain each Dale, 

Each Dell, each Brake he travers'd round; 
Each pathleſs Wood and flow'ry Vale, 

But not one Lambkin could be found. 


Celia, he cry'd, my Flocks are fled, 
How ſhall 1 e'er thy Grief aſſuage? 

How ſhall I cheer thy drooping Head, 
If Poverty ſhould mark my Age? 

Said ſhe, my Love, Misfortune's Dart 
Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain; - 

While I poſſeſs my Shepherd's Heart, 
I laugh at Nis, and ſmile at Pain. 


Tho? ev'ry Lambkin devious ſtray, 
And grace our envious Neighbours Folds, 
Nought can thy Cælia's Soul diſmay, 
While S:rephor to her Breaſt ſhe holds: 
3 Said 
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Said he, my warmeſt Thanks, oO! take, 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only Care; 

If I thy Virtues e'er forſake, 
May Heav'n regardleſs hear my Pray'r. 


If from thy lovely Form mine Eyes 
Should ſwerve but in the leaſt Degree; ; 

Thy dear Idea will ariſe, | 
And lead the Wand'rer back to thee. 

Thus long they liv'd, and long;they lov'd, 
As oft Pve heard the Story told ; 

Kind Heav'n their Fortitude approv'd, 
And apy fill'd the Shepherd's Fold. 


8 O N G CCCCXIX. 
_ SOLICITUDE, A Paſtoral. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HY will you my Paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a Folly to grieve? 

Ere I tell you the Charms of my Love, 

She is fairer than you can believe: 
With her Mien ſhe enamours the Brave; 

With her Wit the engages the Free; 
With her Modeſty pleaics the Grave: 

She is ev'ry Way pleaſing to me. 


When Celadon tries in the Dance 
Some Favour with PyHillis to find, 
O! how with one trivial Glance 
Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind! 
In Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 
And his Crook is beſtudded around; 
And his Pipe—O ! may Phillis beware 
Of a Magic there is in the Sound! 


% 


— 
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Let his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, i 
So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe; - ik 
Let his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, lt 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes: 
The Language that flows from the Heart, 
Is a Stranger to Celadon's Tongue 
Yet may ſhe beware of his Art, 
Or ſure J muſt envy the a 


SONG CCCCXX. 


favourite Song in 'TAMERLANE. 


O thee, O! gentle Sleep, alone 
Is owing all our Peace ; 
By thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe, 


The Nymph whoſe Hand by Fraud or F orce 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 
By thee obtaining a Divorce, 


In her own Choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh! ftay, Arpa/ia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping Fair 

Conjures thee not to loſe, in Day, 
The Object of her Care, 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſought : 
— That Motion chas'd her Sleep: 
Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought 
The Griefs for which we ups) 
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SON G CCCCXXL. 


HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 


To eaſe my Pain, and ſooth my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind, 

And as I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. 


But, oh! how weak is ev'ry Joy 
Where Nature has no Part ? 

Freſh Beauties may my Eyes employ, 
But you alone my Heart, 2 | 


Thus wretched Exiles, when they roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry where; 

But languiſn for their native Home, 
Though Death attends them there. 
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SONG CCCCXXI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y roving Heart has oft, with Pride, 
Diffolv'd Love's filken Chains; 3 
The wanton Deity defy'd, 
And ſcorn'd dis ſharpeſt Pains, 


But from thy Form, reſiftleſs, ſtream 
Such Charms as muſt controul ; | 

In thee the faireſt Features Beam, ] 
The nobleſt, brighteſt Soul. 


8 
Pleas'd in thy Converſe all the Day, 


Life's Sand unheeded runs; 
With thee I'd hail the riſing Ray, 
And talk down Summer's Suns. 


Our Loves congenial ſtill the ſame, 
With equal Force ſhall ſhine, 
No cloy'd Deſires ſhall damp the Flame, 
Which Friendſhip will refine, 


SONG M 
Sung by Mrs. Morton, in The Siege of Gibraltar. 


Enerous Britain ſcorns to bind, 
In ſervile Chains, the freeborn Mind: 
Her Sons are brave, her Daughters fair, 
And Freedom lives a Phœnix there. 
Generous Britain, good as brave, 


Beſtows that Bleſing on the Slave. 


How ſlight are Gems, how poor is Gold, 

In Climes where Man is bought and ſold ! 

A brighter Jewel Freedom ſhines, 

Than ever glow'd in Indian Mines. 
Generous Britain, good as brave, 
Beſtows that Jewel on the Slave, 
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SONG CCCCXXIV, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Selima and Azor. 


\IDST thou but know the killing Smart, 

D The anxious Doubts that rack my Breaſt, 
idſt thou but feel Love's fatal Dart, 

85d Thoud'ſ hope for Joy, but know no Reſt. 
| R 3 Proſtrate 
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Proſtrate and humble at your Feet 
Behold a Wretch for Favour ſue, 
With Love and Fear at once replete, 

Alas, he trembles more than you. 


— 


Tis not a Face, or flowing Hair, 

Should win a Lock from Worth like thine, 
Nor artful Words, or eaſy Air, 

Thy generous Heart to Love incline; . 
*T15 not a Form, or feigned Sigh, | 

Or, what the Vulgar Beauty call, 
Nor yet the Luftre of an Eye, 

But *tis the Soul which lights them all. 


Prove then my Paflion, know my Worth, 

To outward Shew true Love 1s blind, 
Gently he'll lead thee to ſuch Truth, 

As warms my Heart, be thou but kind; 
Breathe but a With to make me bleſt, 
That Wiſh a pitying Sigh will move, 
Which heaving in thy gentle Breaſt, 

Shall kindle Pity into Love. 


SONG + CCCCXXV. 
Sung in Damon and Phillida, 
HAT Woman could do, I have try'd, to 


be free, 
Yet do all I can, 
JI find I love him, and tho? he flies me, 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 

They tell me, at once, he to twenty will ſwear, 
When Vous are {ſo ſweet, who the Falſhood can ſear? 

So, when you have faid all you can, 

Still—ſtill he's the Man. | 
| | | I cavght 
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I cavght him once making Love to a Maid, 
When to him [ ran, 
He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me, then who ſy 
So civil a Mian ? [upbraid 
The next Day l found to a Third he was kind, 
I rated him ſoundly ; he ſwore, I was blind; 
So, let me do what I can, 


Still—ftill he's the Man. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art: : 
I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
1 doubt he's the Van! 
So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Locks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if J none can find, 
Who can do more than they can ? 


He 111 is the Man, 


$ Oo NG CCCCXXVE. 
Sung by Miſs Brown, in Roſe and Colin, 


Loſt my poor Mother 
When only a Child; 
And I fear'd ſuch another, 
So gentle and mild, 
Was not to be found, 
But I {jaw my Miſtake, 
For ſcarce was ſhe gone, 
But I prov'd I had Father and Mother in one. 
And though, at this Minute, he makes 
my Heart ach, 
There's not ſuch another, ſearch all 
the World round, 
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Fd reach'd my Teens fairly, 
As blythe as a Bee, 
His Care, late and early, 
Being all to pleaſe me. 
No one Thing above Ground 
Was too good for his Ro/e; 
At Wake or at Fair, | 
I was dreſs'd out ſo gaily, Lord, Peo- 
ple would ſtare; 
And I ſay it again, though he's Nin 
God knows, 
There's not ſuch another, ſearch all | 
the World round, 


But Love, who, they tell us, 
Does many ſtrange Things, 
1 Makes all the World jealous 
And mad —even Kings, 
| They ſay, he can wound. 
4 This Love is the Sore 
| Since Colin came here, 
id This Father, fo kind, is a Father 
q  ſeyere; © 
Yet ſtill will I ſay, though he ſcolds 
more and more, 
There's not ſuch ancther, Jah all 
the World round, 


SGN COCCXXVIL. 


dung in Roſe and Colin. 


ERF'%s all her Geer, her Wheel, her Work, 
Theſe little Bobbins to and fro; 
4g oft ve ſeen her Fingers jirk, 
Her pretty Fingers white as Snow ! 


Each 


f 
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Each Object to me is ſo dear, 

My Heart at Sight on't throbbing goes; 
"Twas here ſhe fat her down—and here 
She told me ſhe was Colin's Ry/e. 


This Poſey, for her, when ſhe's dreſs'd, 
Pve brought, alas! how happy I! 

Could I be, like theſe Flowers, careſs'd ; 
And, like them, on her Boſom die. 


The Violet and Pink I took, 

And every pretty Flower that blows; _ 
The Roſe too, but how mean *twill look, 
When by the Side of my ſweet Ro/e / 


SONG CCCCXXVIL 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Shepherdeſs 
TE of the Alps. 


WEET melancholy Bird, again, 
As thou art wont at every Eve 
My hopeleſs Sorrow in ſoft Strain, 
Ah echo to me, and relieve. 


Alas! to anſwer my fad Woe, 

In Sympathy all Nature grieves ; 

The Rivers ſeem with Tears to flow, 
The Zephyr fighs amidſt the Leaves. 


I 37 


s ON G CCCOXXIX, 


Sang bs Mr. Wilſon, in The Shepherdeſ 
of the Alps. 


N the Month of May, 

| The Morning grey, 
Firſt peeps a doubtful Light : 
Three ſtrikes the Clock, 
The Village Cock © 
Next crows with all his Might. 
Each waking Bird, 
Chirping is heard; 

Tinges of Red the Sky adorn; 
Bird, Man, and Beaſt, | 
Regard the Eaſt, 
And, pleas'd, ſalute the riſing Morn. . 


Ihe Shepherd now his Flock unfolds ; 


Night, like a Thief, ſteals flow awly ; 14 
His dingy hue, 

Ugly to view, 

Is chang'd to a delightful Blue ; 

All Nature's gay; 

And now the Villager beholds 

His Mowers mow, his Ploughers plough, 
Sheep bleat, Birds ſing, and Oxen low: 
Each rural Sound ſalutes his Ears; 

He whiſtles to make one: 

And now, 

Uczer'd by all this fine Parade, 
In ev'ry ſplendid Pomp array'd, 
Appears 

The radiant Sun. 


The Lady, at laſt, condeſcends to be viſible. 
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So, after abundance of Toilet Affairs, 


And Betty has nine Times run up and down 
Stairs, 


For Lappets and Ribbands, and one Thing 


and t'other, 
And the Hauſe, Top and Bottom's alarm'd 


with the Pother, 


And a hundred Things more are done equally 


riſible, 


8 O NG CCCCXXX. 


Sung by Mrs. Wilſon, in The Shepherdeſs 


— 


of the Alps. 


H Men, what filly Things you are, 
/ \ To Woman thus to humble; 


Who, Fowler- like, but ſpreads her Snare, 


Or at her timid Games 


Takes Aim, 
Pop, pop, and down you tumble. 


She marks you down, fly where you will 
O'er Clover, Graſs, or Stubble 

Can wing you, feather you, or kill, 
Jaſt as ſhe takes the Trouble. 

| Ah Men, de. 


Then fly not from us, *tis in vain, 
We know the Art of ſetting, 
As well as ſhooting, and can train 


The ſnyeſt Man our r Net in- 
4 Men, &e. 


R 6 SONG 


Tp 
SONG CCCCXXXI. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in The Shepherdeſs 
of the Alps. | 


RIGHT Gems that twinkle from afar, 
Planets, and every leſſer Star, 

Who darting each a downward Ray, 

| Conſole us for the Loſs of Day. 


Begone, even Venus who fo bright, 
Reflects her Viſions pure and white 
Inſtant begone, and quit the Skies, 
For lo! the Moon begins to riſe. 


Ye pretty Warblers of the Grove, 
Who chant ſuch artleſs Tales of Love; 
The Throſtle, gurgling in his Throat; 
The Linnet, with his filver Note, 


The ſoaring Lark, the whiſtling Thruſh, - 
The merry Blackbird, Goldfinch, huſh, 
Fly, vaniſh, diſappear, take Wing, 

The Nightingale begins to ſing. 


SONG CCCCXXXIL. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Shepherdeſs 
of the Alps. 


ERE fleeps in Peace, beneath this ruſtic 


Vaſe, 
The tendereſt Lover a Huſband could prove 


Of all his Dittreſs, alas, I am the Cauſe ; 


So much I ador'd him, Heaven envied my Love. 


The 


r 
The Sighs J reſpi pire ev'ry Morn ariſe, 
The Miſery I cheriſh, the Grief, and the Pain; 


The thouſand of Tears that fall from my Eyes, 
Are all the {ad Comforts, for me, that remain. 


When, his Colours diſplay'd, Honour call'd lim 
to Arms, 
By tender Perſuaſions I kept him away; 
His Glory forgetting for thoſe fatal Charms 
And, to puniſh me, he is depriv'd of the Day. 


Since when to his Memory Pve rais'd this ſad Tomb, 
Where to join him, alas! I ſhall ſhortly deſcend ; 
Where Sorrow, nor Pain, nor Affliction can come, 
And where both my __ and my Crime ſhall have 
| End. 


SONG CCCCXXXIL. 


Sung by Mr. Parſons, in The School for Fathers. 


OUNDS, Sir! then PI tell YOU, without any 
Jeſt, 
The Thing of all Things, which I hate and deteſt; | 
A Coxcomb, a Fop, 
A dainty Milk-ſop; | 
Who, eſſenc'd and dizen'd from Bottom to Top, 
Looks juſt like a Doll for a Milliner's Shop. 
A Thing full of Prate, 
And Pride and Conceit : 
All Faſhion, no Weight; 
Who ſhrugs and takes Snuff, 
And carries a Muff; 
A minikin, 
Finikin, 
French powder- puff: 8＋— 
And now Sir, I fancy, I've told you 0 NG 
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SONG CCCCXXXIV. 


Sung by Mr. Dodd, in The School for Fathers. 


N Itah, Germany, France have | been; 
Where Princes Ive liv'd with, where Monarchs 
I've ſeen; 
The Great hive careſs'd me, 
The Fair nave addreſs'd me; 
Na,, Smiles I have had from a Queen, 


And. now, ſhall a pert, 
Iuügnifcant Flirt, 
With Inſole ce uſe me, 
Preſume to refuſe me ? 

She tancies my Pride will be kurt. 


+ 


Rut tout au contraire, 

I'm pi-as'd, I declare, 

Quite happy, to think, Teſcape from the fare: 
Scrviteur, Mam'ſelle; my Claim I withdraw. 
wr where are my People ? Fal, lal, lal, lal, la. 


8 has N G CCCCXXXV. 


1 2 ws Wrighten, f in The Deſerter. 


OMznow my Spindle I miflaid, and loft it 
& underneath the Graſs, 

Damon advancing, bow'd his Head, and ſaid, what 
ſeek you,: pretty Lais: 

Dang advancing, bow d liis Head, and ſaid, what 
* deer you, * Laſs ? 

A little 
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A little Love but urg'd with Care, a little Love 
but urg'd with Care, 
Oft leads a Heart and leads it far, oft leads a 
Heart and leads it far; 
A little Love but urg'd u ith Care, oft leads a 
Heart ang leads it far. 


Twas paſſing by yon ſprea ading Oak that I my 
| Spindle loſt juſt no-; 
His Knife then Damon |: indly took, and trom the 
Tree he cut a Bough, 
His Knife then Dame, kindly took, and from the 
Tree he cut a Bough, 
A little Love w.I En urg'd with Care, a little Love 
when urg'd with Care, 
Will lead a He:rt and lead it far, will lead a Heart 
| and lead it far; : 
A little Love when urg'd with Care, will lead a 
Heart and lead it far, 


Thus did the Youth his Time employ, whilt me 
he tenderly beheld, 
He talk'd of Love, I leap'd for Joy, for ah! my 
Heart did fondly yield; 


He talk'd of Love, 1 leap'd for Joy, 4 ah! my 


Heart did fondly yield; 
A little Love When urg'd with Care, a little Love 
| when urg'd with C are, 
Will lead a Heart and lead it far, will lead a Heart 
and lead it far; . 


A little Love when urg'd with Care, will lead a, 


Heart, and lead it far. 
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SOA Mann. 
| Sung by Mr. Webſter, in The Camp. 


Y Nancy leaves the rural Train, a Camp's 
Diſtreſs to prove, 
All other Ills ſhe can ſuſtain, but living from 
her Love; 
Yet deareſt, tho* your Soldier's there, will not 
your Spirit fail; 


To mark the Hardſhips you muſt ſhare, dear 


Nancy of the Dale: | 
Dear Nancy, dear Nancy, dear Nancy of the Dale. 


Or ſhould yet Love each Danger mw, ah! how 
ſhall 1 ſecure 

Your Health mid Toils which you were born to 
ſoothe, but not endure 3 3 

A thouſand Perils I muſt view, a thouſand IIIs 

; aſſail; 

Nor mult [ tremble, e'en for you, dear Nancy of 
the Dale : | 

Dear Nancy, dear Nancy, dear Nancy of the Dale. 


$ON G CCCCXXXVIL 

Sung by Mr. Vernon, Set by Mr. Arnold. 

REATHE ſoft, ye Winds, be calm ye Skies, 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry Race, ariſe; 


Ye ſilver Dews, ye vernal Show'rs, 
Call forth a blooming Waſte of Flowers, 


The fragrant Roſe, a beauteous Gueſt, 
Shall flouriſh on my Fair-one's Breaſt, 
Shall grace her Hand, or deck her Hair, 


"The F ow r moſt ſweet, the Nymph moſt fair. 
SONG 


UL 97 1. 
S O N G Cceccxxxvm. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 


H! Why ſhould Love with tyrant Swayy 
Oppreſs each youthful Heart? 
Muſt all his rigid Laws obey 
And feel his pointed Dart ? 


On Reaſon's Aid in vain we call, 
To break the ſlaviſn Chain; 
The potent God diſdains it all, 


And triumphs in our Pain. 


SONG CCCCXXXIX. 
Sung -by Miſs Davis, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Give me that ſocial Delight, : 
Which none but true Lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill Night, 
And glances her Smiles on the Eve; 
When to the fair Meadows we go, 
Where Peace and Contentment retire z 
Or down the ſmooth Current we row 


In Time with the Flutes and the Lyre. 


By Nature theſe Pictures are drawn, 
How ſweet is each Landſcape diſpos'd f 
The Proſpect extends to the Lawn, 
Or by the tall Beeches is clos'd. 
Come, Strephon, attend to the Scene, 
The Clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 
The Objects around are ſerene, 
As model'd to Muſic and Love. 


„ 


SONG 
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SONG; Cee. 


The nn iin 5. 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett, at Ranelagh. 


IT H Phillis Pl trip o'er the Meads, 
And haften away to the Plain, 

Where Shepherds attend with their Reeds, 

To welcome my Love and her Swain: 
The Lark is exalted in Air, 

The Linnet fings perch'd on the Spray; 
Our Lambs ſtand in need of our Care, 

Then let us not lengthen Delay. 


What Pleaſures I feel with my Dear, 
While gameſome young Lambs are at Sport, 
Exceed the Delights of a Peer, 
That ſhines with ſach Grandeur at Court: 5 
When Colin and Strephon go by, | 
They form a Diſguiſe for a While; ; 
They ſee how I'm bleſt with a vigh, 
But Envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let Courtiers of Liberty prate, 
T'enjoy it take infinite Pains; 
But Liberty's primitive State 
Is only cnjoy'd on the Plains: 
With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay Minutes are ſpent ; 
"Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That Happineſs flows from Content. 


SONG 
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SON G CCCCXLE. 
Sung by Me Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signer Giardini. | 


ENTLE Gales, in Pity bear | 
My Sighs, my tender Sighs away; 
To my cruel $7:ephon's Ear 
All my ſoft Complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſy Fountain's Side, 

Or on ſome verdant Bank reclin'd, 
Where bubbling Streams in Murmurs glide, 
You will the dear Deluder 1 


Gentle Gales, in Pity bei 

My Sighs, my tender Sighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's Ear 

All my ſoft Complaints convey. 


Tell the Falſe-one how I mourn, 
Tell him all my Pains and Woes 
Tell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded Heart Repoſe. 


Gentle Gales, in Pity bear 

My Sighs, my tender Sighs away; 
To my cruel Streghon's Err 

All my ſofc Complaints convey. 
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SONG CCCCXLI. 
The IDES of MAY. 
, „% Mth Davies, ar Vaurhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HE Proſpect clear'd, around is heard 
The Muſic of the Hive; 
The Bloſſoms blow, the Spirits flow, 
And Nature's all alive: 
In ev'ry Grove the Work 1s Love, 
The Word is, Sing and play ;” 
From Eve to Morn the Sages warn, 
% Ye Maids, beware of May!“ 


Each lively Scheme, each am'rous Theme, 
Our Nymphs and Poets chuſe ; | 

The Dance delights, the Song invites, 
As Mirth provokes the M oh : 

The War's no more, our Chief's come o'er ; 
Again the grave Ones ſay, 

& Wheree'er ye tread, Temptation's ſpread, 
“% Beware the Ides of May!“ | 


SONG CCCCXLII. 
Ser by Mr. Dibdin. 


NE Summer Eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the Shade, 
While ſoaring Sky-larks ſhook the Air, 

In warbling o'er her Head; 


* 
In tender Cooes the Pigeons woo'd, 
(Love's Impulſe all muſt feel, ) 


She ſung, but ſtil] her Work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


« While thus I work with Rock and Reel, 
« So Life by Time is Spun; 

«© And as runs round my Spinning-wheel, 
6 The World turns up and down : 


« Some rich To-day, To- morrow low, 
© While I no Changes feel, 

«© But get my Bread by Sweat of Brow, 
* And turn my Spinning-wheel. 


« From me let Men and Women too 
This home-ſpun Leſſon learn, 
Not mind what other People do, 
= But eat rhe Bread they earn : 


« Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
<< But what deſerv'd a Meal, 

«© Some Ladies then, as well as me, 

Muſt turn the Spinning-wheel.“ 


The rural Toaſt, with ſweeteſt Tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs Strain, 

When o'er the Lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 
And brought home Nancy's Swain: 


“ Come, cries the Dame, Nance, here's 
thy Spouſe; 
= . throw Rock anReel: 
Blithe Nancy, with the bonny News, 
O'erſet her Spinning-wheel.. 
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SONG CCCCXLIV. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HO? Chloe's out of Faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; 
I'll toaſt her in a Bumper, 
If all the Belles were here. 


1 What tho' no Di'monds ſparkle 
1 Around her Neck and Waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 
The lovely Maid is "= 'd. 


In modeſt, plain Apparel 
No Patches, Paint, nor Airs; ; 
In debt alone to Nature 

An Angel ſhe appears: 


From gay Coquettes, hi gh fniſh'd, 

My Cle takes no Rules, 

Nor envies them their Conqueſts, 
The Hearts of all the Fools. 


Who wins her muſt have Merit, 
Such Merit as her own ; 

The Graces all poſſeſſing, 
Yet knows not ſhe has one; 


Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you molt approve, _ 

And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
 W3þbleſs me with her Love. 


383 J 


8 0 N G CCCCXLV. 


A Fb Nonpzau. 
TM at Vauxhall Gardens. Ser by 25 Bach. 


EASE a while ye Winds to blow, | 
Ceaſe ye roaring Streams to flow; 'l 
Huſh'd be ev'ry other Noiſe, | | 
I want to hear wy Lover 8 Voice. 


Where's the Brook, the Rock, mel Tree 3 

Hark, a Sound—!I think ?tis he ! ! 

Tis not he; yet Night comes on, Xo | 
Where's my lovely Wand'rer gone! oh | 


Loud III ſpeak, to make him hear, 
*Tis I who call, my Love, my Dear! 
The Time is come, Why this Delay ? 
Alas! my Wand'rer's loſt his Way, 


SON 6 CCCCXLVI. 


a4 


Set by Mr. Jarvis. 


EHOLD | ! my Fair-one, on each Spray 
The Linnet warbles forth his Lay, 
To charm his little Mate; 
Attentive to his pleafing Strains, 
She liſtens, till her Love he gains, 
And leaves the reſt to Fate. 


Together 


+ "a 
Together now their Neſt they build ; 
With mutual Lobe each Boſom's fill'd 
For their yet callow Brood ; 
But when, by Time's maturing Hand, 


Their tender Pinions they expand, 
To fly in Search of Food; 


No longer then do they with Care 

Their tormer Nouriſhment prepare, 

; But lead them to the Field ; 

Where what eſcap'd the Reaper's Hand, 

| Or from the Sheaves the Wind hath fann'd, 
Repaſts do amply yield. 


Let us, by their Example taught, 

Diſdain each mercenary Thought, 
And Love alone attend; - | 

So ſhall Life's Current peaceful flow, 

And baniſh from -; us far each Woe, . 
And all our Cares ſhall end. 


SONG een vn. ] 
j | | es Set by 1 Jarvis. | | 4 


* | Sa1D on the Banks by the Stream, 
I Lee pip'd for the Shepherds too long. 
O! learn me, ye Muſes, a Theme, 
| £3 Where Glory may brighten my Song, 
[| But Pan bid me ſtick to my Strain, 
_— Nor Leſſons too lofty rehearſe ; 
Ambition befits not a Swain, | 

And Phillis loves Paſtoral Verſe. 


Dea. 


The 


11 
The Roſe, tho? a beautiful Read, 
Looks faded to Phillis Bloom: 
The Breeze from the Bean- flower Bed, 
To her Breath's but a feeble Perfume: 
The Dew-drop, ſo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the Violet hes, 
Tho? brighten'd by Phœbus's Ray, 
Wants Luſtre, compar'd to her Eyes, 


A Lily I pluck'd in full Pride, 1 
Its Freſhneſs with hers to compare, 
And fooliſhly thought, nll I try'd, 
The Flow'ret was equally fair. 
How, Corydon, could you miſtake ? 
* Your Fault be with Sorrow confeſt ; 
You ſaid the white Swan on the Lake, 
For Softneſs might rival her Breaſt. 


While thus I went on in her Praiſe, 
My Pll:s paſt ſportive along; 
Ye Poets, I covet no Bays; 
She ſmil'd a Reward for my Song. 
I find the God Par's in the Right, 


No Fame like the Fair-one's Applauſe, 


And Cupid will crown with Delight 


The Shepherd that ſings in his Cauſe, 


s O-N G CCCCXLVIL. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Bach. 


H !- ſeek to know what Place detains 
The Object of my Care, 
If ſtill his Breaſt unchang'd remains, 
If I his Converſe ſhare, | 
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Tell me if &er he gently ſighs : 
At Mention of my Name; 
If e'er, when tender Paſſions riſe, 
His Lips his Truth proclaim ? | 


SONG CCccxlix MV 


Sung in Cy M GN. + 2 
. co 


E T awhile, ſweet Sleep, deceive me, 
Fold me thy downy Arms, | 
Let not Care awake'to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent Charms. 


I, a Turtle, doom'd to ſtray, 

Quitting young the Parent's Neſt, | 
Find each Bird a Bird of Prey ; 

Sorrow knows not where to reſt.. 5 1 


-$:0:N\E-+@CCCL... 5 
Sung by Miſi Catley, in Love in a Village. 


„As not Wealth, it is not Birtnl, 
Can Value to the Soul convey :. 

Minds poſſeſs ſuperior Worth, 

Which Chance nor gives, nor takes away. 
Like the Sun true Merit ſhews, 

By Nature warm, by Nature bright; 
With inbred Flames he nobly glows, 

Nor needs the Aid of borrow'd Light. 


SONG 


1 
SONG CCCCLI. 
DuerTo, in the Oratorio of JosEPH. 
Set by Mr. Handel. 


HAT's ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe, 
Or Breezes from the new-mown Cloſe ? 
What's ſweeter than an April Morn, 
Or May-day's filver fragrant Thorn? 
What than Arabia's ſpicy Grove? 
Oh! ſweeter far the Breath of Love. 


SONG CCCCLIL. 
Taz GOLDFINCH TO CHLOE.. 


RECITATIVE. 
T3 Handel's pleaſing Notes, as Chloe ſung 
The Charms of heavenly Liberty, 
gentle Bird, till then with Bondage pleas'd,, 
With Ardour panted to be free: 
His Priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; ; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting Strain. 


AIX. 


Whilf to the diſtant Vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow Return of Spring, 
Rather in leafleſs Groves to dwell. _ 
Than in my Chloe's warmer Cell; 
Forgive me, Miſtreſs, fince, by thee: 
I firſt was taught u et Liberty. 
Soon as the welcome Spring mall chear, 
With genial Warmth, the drooping Ven 
PII tell upon the topmoſt Spray, 
Thy Tweeter Notes * my Lay, 
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And in my Priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth /aveet Liberty. 

- Wate not on mean 25 Care, 
That kind Concern let Sephon ſhare; 
Slight are my Sorrows, ſlight my IIls, 
To thoſe which he, poor Captive | feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs Bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty, 


SONG CCCCLUL 
Sang by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


RE Love did firſt my Thoughts employ, 
Returning Day ſtill ſaw me bleſt ; 


Each happy Hour came wing'd with Joy, 


Each Night was crown'd with balmy Reſt: 
Bur now, alas! no longer gay | 
I riſe to hail the chearful Light; 

I fit and figh the live-long Day, 

And pals in Tears the ſleepleſs Night, 


Come lovely Strephon, hither haſte ; 
Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my Mind; 
I fear my Words J vainly waſte, | | 
'That thou art cruel and unkind : 

Or, if ſame Maid of happier Fate 

More favoured lives. more lov'd than I; 
Oh! free me from this anxious State, 
Pronounce my Fate, and let me die. 


\ 
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SONG Ccccciv. 


| Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 


S Calms ſucceed when Storms are paſt, 
And ſtill the raging Main; 
So Lo e will have its Hour at laſt, 
And borrow Sweets from Pain. | 


No more we'll ſhun the Face of Day, 
Within theſe Shades to mourn ; 
All Joys with Alfred fled away, 
All meet in his Return. 


SONG CCCCLY. 


 Fanny's CHARMS, 


W HAT tho? the Bloom of Spring ts gone, 


And Nature feels decay ; 
Tho? Winter now her Garb puts on, 
And caſts a Gloom on Day: 
Tho? ſilent ſtands the lazy Rill, 
And mute the Sylvan Throng, 
Yet Fanny's Charms, unfading ſtill, 
Shall flouriſh in my Song. 


Tho” now no more on ſunny Plains, 
The Shepherds tend their Care, 
And each in emulating Strains, 
Forgets to praiſe his Fair; 
Tho? unfrequented ev'ry Shade, 
'That catch'd the vernal Breeze, 7 
Yet Fanny's Smiles (enchanting Maid!) 
Can 3 85 
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Well, 


L 1390 J 
when Spring, i in varied Beauty dreſt, 
Does all its Sweets diſcloſe, 
Compare the Lilx to her Breaſt, 
And to her Lips the Roſe: 
Her Breaſt the Lily's White outvies, 
Tho' whiteſt of the Vale, 
And to her Lips (in Damon's Eyes) 
$ 'The reddeſt Roſe looks pale. 


No more ſhall Flow'rs bedeck the Meads, 
Or Birds frequent the Spray; 

Or Larks forſake their dewy Beds, 
And hail the dawning Day: 

No more on yonder Mountain's Brow, 
Shall bleating Lambkins rove, 

And ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
When I forget to love. - - 


SONG CCCCLYL. 


The Axcn DEN IAI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes 


Reveal with what Ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what Ardour I glow, 


ihne eries; 5 
I can but deny you, you know, you know 3. 


I can but deny you, you know. 


what if they do? there's no Harm, ſure, 


Suppoſe I ſhould afk of thoſe Lips a et Kiſs, 


Say, would you the Favour beftow ? 
Say, would you the Favour beſtow ? 


Lord bleſs me! faid ſne, what a Queſtion is this! 


I can but deny you, you know, you know; 3, 


I can but "Oy you, you know. 


gendes 
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Suppoſe, not N I ain ate for more, 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow. 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow ?. ;);); 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
] can but deny you, you know, you knowz _ 
I can but deny you, you. know. | 


Come then, my dearLove, to the Wood let? 8 repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go:: 

No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer d Phillis, fir times 
I could not deny you, you know, you know; 
I could not deny YOu, you know. | 


SONG *CCCCLVI.. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 
Torp my Nymph, I told her true, | | 
My Fields were ſmall, my Flocks were few: 
While fault'ring Accents ſpoke my Fear, 
Thas Flavia might not prove ſineere. | 


Of Crops deftroy'd by vernal Cold, "4-232 
And vagrant Sheep that left my F old, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to rer *. topo 
And was not Flavia then ſingere?s? 


How, chang'd by Fortutie's fickle wind, 
The Friends I loy'd. became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a ger'rous Tear; 8 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if the deigtꝰd my Love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs: _- 

'This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear z 
2 ſure muſt be inekre. . 6 2 
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Shall I never again bear her Voice, 


| Dread Spectre! how could'ſt thou intrude 


L 392 J 
Go fone your Flocks, ye jovial Swains ; 
Go reap the Plenty of your Plains: 


Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
4 know my Flavia's Love's fincere. 


SONG CCCCLVII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Selima and Azor. » 


ND has the then fail'd in her Faith? 
The beautiful Maid I adore! 


Nor ſee her lov'd Form any more. 
Ah Selima, cruel you prove, 

Yet ſure my hard Fate you'll bewail ; 
I could not preſume you would love, 

Yet Pity [ hop'd might prevail, 


A Moment my Sorrows ſubſide, 
Revenge ſtalks along in my Sight ; 


Begone to the Realms of black Night. 
Since Hatred alone I inſpire, 

Life henceforth is not worth my Care; 
Death now is my only Deſire, | 

I give Oy _ to 2 


